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Youiig  Wild  West  and  the  Russian  Duke ; 
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A  uvai  TIME  on  MonuTaiN  and  plain. 


By  AN  OLD  SCOUT. 


CHAPTER  I. 

I 

YOUNG  WILD  WEST  MEETS  THE  DUKE. 

A  train  had  just  pulled  in  to  the  depot  of  the  Lake  Shore 
&  Michigan  Southern  Kailroad  at  Chicago  and  the  passen¬ 
gers  were  alighting. 

It  was  a  warm  afternoon  in  autumn,  and  the  fact  that  one 
of  the  passengers  to  get  off  wore  a  round  fur  cap  was  suf¬ 
ficient  to  attract  the  attention  of  the  people  who  were  on 
the  platform  awaiting  the  arrival  of  their  friends,  as  well 
as  those  who  got  off  the  train. 

But  the  fur  cap  was  not  the  only  queer  thing  about  the 
appearance  of  the  passenger.  He  was  rigged  out  in  a  hunt¬ 
ing  suit  that  was  plainly  of  American  make,  and  he  was 
carr}dng  a  rifle  and  a  shot  gun,  while  the  belt  about  his 
waist  fairly  bristled  with  revolvers  and  knives. 

The  face  and  figure  of  the  man  were  pleasing,  and  there 
was  an  air  of  refinement  about  him,  in  spite  of  his  cos¬ 
tume  and  the  many  weapons  he  carried. 

He  was  not  more  than  twenty-five  years  of  age,  and  un¬ 
questionably  was  a  foreigner. 

As  he  walked  up  the  long  platform  in  the  direction  of  the 
exit  to  the  street  he  was  the  center  of  attraction. 

But  no  one  offered  to  insult  him. 

The  young  man  kept  right  on  without  noticing  any  one 
till  be  got  to  the  exit. 

Thf'.Ti  be  pauserl  anrl  looked  anxiously  around. 

Then  it  was  that  he  caught  sight  of  a  handsome  young 


fellow  who  had  not  yet  attained  his  majority,  coming  to¬ 
ward  him. 

Young  Wild  West!”  he  cried,  joyfully. 

“That^s  right!  And  you  are  the  duke?” 

^‘Yes.” 

^‘1  am  glad  to  meet  your  highness,  I  assure  you.  I  have 
been  waiting  around  here  since  noon.  You  missed  the  other 
train,  I  suppose?” 

“Yes;  I  missed  it  on  account  of  some  trouble  that  I 
had  in  Hew  York  as  the  train  was  about  to  start.  I  will 
tell  you  about  it  a  little  later.  Will  you  kindly  tell  me 
where  my  baggage  is  to  be  sent?” 

“Certainly.  I  will  attend  to  that.  But  come  on  over 
here.  I  want  to  introduce  you  to  my  two  partners,  Chey¬ 
enne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart,  the  two  who  are  to  accompany 
us  on  our  hunting  trip.” 

Young  Wild  West  certainly  made  a  striking  appearance 
as  he  stood  there  in  front  of  the  young  man  he  had  called  the 
duke. 

He  was  a  powerful  built  young  fellow,  and  his  form 
was  symmetrical  and  as  graceful  as  that  of  an  Apollo. 

He  was  attired  in  a  fancy  buckskin  hunting  suit  and  his 
long  chestnut  hair  hung  over  his  shoulders,  giving  the  dis¬ 
tinguished  air  that  was  common  in  the  Wild  West  a  few 
years  ago. 

Quite  a  few  people  stopped  when  they  saw  the  young  man 
with  the  queer-looking  hat  meet  the  boy  and  shake  hands 
with  him. 

They  had  never  seen  such  a  perfect  type  of  a  Western  boy 
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before,  and  they  lost  sight  of  the  young  man  at  once  and 
gazed  in  admiration  at  Young  Wild  West. 

But  the  dashing  young  scout,  Prince  of  the  Saddle,  and 
Champion  Dead-shot  of  the  West,  which  were  some  of  the 
names  he  went  by,  did  not  pay  the  least  attention  to  them. 

fie  was  used  to  being  looked  at,  though  it  was  the  first 
time  he  had  ever  been  in  a  city  as  large  as  Chicago. 

He  led  the  duke  over  to  where  a  man  and  a  boy  of  his 
own  age,  both  attired  in  hunting  suits,  were  standing. 

Here  he  is,  boys !”  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West.  “Duke 
Kovalitch,  let  me  introduce  you  to  Cheyenne  Charlie^  one 
of  the  greatest  scouts  and  Indian  fighters  ever  employed  by 
the  United  States  Government,  and  this  is  my  chum,  Jim 
Dart,  a  boy  who  knows  all  about  the  ways  of  the  Wild  West, 
and  who  has  yet  to  learn  what  the  meaning  of  the  word 
fear  is.’’ 

“I  like  you,  gentlemen — I  like  you  very  much!”  said  the 
duke,  as  he  shook  them  warmly  by  the  hands.  “I  flatter 
myself  that  I  am  a  pretty  good  judge  of  human  nature, 
and  I  am  glad — so  glad  that  I  am  going  to  accompany  such 
great  and  noble  young  men  as  you  are  on  a  hunting  trip  in 
the  Wild  West.” 

“Don’t  go  to  flattering  us,  please,”  laughed  Jim  Dart. 
“There  is  nothing  very  great  about  us.  Young  Wild  West 
is  the  only  great  one  in  the  whole  West.  He  leads  them 
all!” 

“I  know  that.  If  I  had  not  known  that  I  would  not 
have  arranged  with  him  to  take  me  on  a  hunting  trip.  I 
have  come  all  prepared,  you  see,  and  I  am  satisfied  that  I 
will  have  one  grand — ^very  grand  time  of  it.” 

“Seems  to  me  that  you  talk  mighty  good  English  for  a 
Eussian  Duke,”  observed  Cheyenne  Charlie  in  his  blunt 
way. 

“Oh,  yes,”  was  the  reply.  “I  have  been  well  educated, 
and  have  studied ^he  English  language  since  I  was  a  boy. 
I  like  Americaitg-'very  much  better  than  any  other  nation 
outside  of  my  own.  I  like  them  because  they  are  brave 
and  fearless  and  know  how  to  hunt  and  shoot.  I  will  have 
one  grand  time  on  the  mountains  and  plains  of  the  great 
lands  of  the  West.” 

“I  hope  you  will,”  rejoined  Young  Wild  West.  “But, 
come;  let  us  get  away  from  here.  We  are  attracting  a 
crowd.” 

“That’s  so;  it  makes  me  feel  nervous  to  be  stared  at,  and 
I  have  been  in  that  position  ever  since  I. put  on  my  hunt¬ 
ing  suit  when  I  got  up  this  morning.  1  had  no  idea  that 
Chicago  was  a  place  like  this.  I  thought  the  prairies  began 
right  here.” 

^  > 

“Well,  I  guess  you  will  have  to  go  a  little  fiirther  west 

than  this  to  find  what  wildness  is,”  answered  our  young 
hero.  “Now,  J  will  see  to  it  that  your  baggage  is  shipped 
direct  to  Weston, .and  then  we  will  go  and  get  something  to 
eat,  for  I  am  about  as  hungry  as  I  have  been  in  a  good 
while.” 

Wild  soon  attended  to  this,  and  then  the  four  got  into  a 
,  carriage  and  were  driven  to  a  first-class  hotel.  | 

\  The  cause  of  Young  Wild  West  being  in  Chicago  to  meet 
\s  DuKc*  of  Str.mgotf  is  briefly  explained  when  wo  stat*' 


that  the  Russian  nobleman  had  written  to  him  gome  time 
before,  and  arrangements  had  been  completed  by  which 
Young  Wild  West  was  to  take  him  on  a  hunting  trip  through 
the  wildest  part  of  the  West. 

The  duke,  whose  name  was  Osmond  Kovalitch,  had  ar¬ 
rived  in  Chicago  some  four  or  five  hours  late,  but  Young 
Wild  West  and  his  two  partners  had  waited  for  him. 

The  four  were  soon  seated  comfortably  in  the  dining¬ 
room,  and  while  dinner  was  being  prepared  for  them  the 
duke  told  them  all  about  himself. 

He  had  been  fond  of  hunting  since  boyhood,  he  said, 
and  had  experienced  many  thrilling  adventures  in  Eussia. 

“I  have  been  a  great  reader,  too,”  he  went  on  to  say, 
“and  my  favorite  stories  have  always  been  those  written 
b^^  American  authors,  depicting  life  in  the  great  West  of  the 
United  States.  I  longed  to  come  here  and  hunt  and  enjoy 
life  on  the  boundless  plains  for  awhile,  and  when  I  wrote  to 
the  Eussian  Consul  in  New  York  for  him  to  find  me  a  man 
who  would  be  the  proper  one  to  take  me  on  such  a  trip,  he 
wrote  back  a  few  weeks  later  that  he  had  found  just  the  one 
I  wanted  in  the  person  of  Young  Wild  West.” 

“Exactly,”  nodded  our  hero.  “And  your  highness  then 
wrote  to  me  and  made  me  a  flattering  offer^  which  I  ac¬ 
cepted.” 

“See  here,  Mr.  West,”  said  the  duke,  “I  suppose  a  point 
might  as  well  be  settled  now  as  well  as  a  little  later  on.  We 
are  in  America^  are  we  not?”' 

“I  should  say  we  were,  duke.” 

“WYll,  you  have  no  royal  personages  here,  so  I  herewith 
drop  my  title  till  I  get  back  in  my  own  country.  I  want 
you  and  your  friends  to  agree  and  promise  that  3’on  will 
simply  call  me  Osmond — or  just  Duke,  if  you  like.  The 
highness  must  be  left  out  entirely.” 

“All  right,  Duke.  If  that  is  your  desire,  we  will  do  it. 
But  while  we  arc  at  it,  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  tell  you 
what  to  call  us.  You  will  please  hereafter  call  me  Wild.” 

“An’  me  Charlie,  Duke,”  spoke  up  the  scout. 

“And  please  call  me  Jim,”  added  Dart. 

Thank  3’OUj  gentlemen — thank  3’’ou !  Now,  I  know  we 
are  going  to  get  along  nicel3\  Ah,  here  comes  tlie  soup. 
I  am  hungry — very  hungry.” 

For  the  next  half  hour  the3^  were  so  busiU  getting  awav 
with  the  good  things  that  Young  Wild  West  "had  ordered 
that  they  talked  but  little. 

The  M  esterners  were  not  used  to  such  meals  as  tho}^ 

served  in  the  Chicago  hotel,  but  they  acted  as  though  thev 
were. 

Choxenne  Charlie  would  much  rather  be  sitting  before 
campfire  with  a  bear  steak,  corn  bread,  potatoes  and 

before  him,  but  ho  was  not  the  one  to  make  remarks  about 
such  things. 

Just  as  the  four  bad  finished  and  were  leaving  the  dining¬ 
room  a  well-dressed  man  with  shifty  gi^ay  eyes  came  in. 

The  duke  gave  a  start,  and  cutciiihg  Wild  bv  the 
whispered : 

“That  is  the  man  T  had  trouble  with  in  \Vw  York, 
made  mo  miss  niv  train.” 

Just  thon  (ho  s(r;in,E:or  loukoJ  ovor  i\n,l  s,iw  tlio  ilubo. 
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He  looked  at  him  sharply  for  a  moment,  mid  then  quickly 
^-“dgi'd  otf  and  passed  through  the  door. 

“1  guess  he  d^^t'kuoir  me,’’  oiServed  the  duke,  as  tliey 
passed  our  of  the  dining-room. 

‘*Yes;  he  does  know  you,  too,’’  answered  Wild.  ‘‘He  did 
;*not  know  you  at  first,  but  when  he  turned  away  he  knew 
you  well  enough.'’ 

“I  reckon  he  did,^’  chimed  in  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “He 
acted  as  though  he  was  a  little  afraid  of  you,  too.” 

“Well,  he  ought  to  be  afraid  of  me,  since  I  told  him  I 
was  going  to  have  him  arrested  the  next  time  I  met  him.” 

“What  did  he  do  to  you?”  asked  Jim  Dart. 

“He  robbed  me  of  a  diamond  pin.” 

“And  got  away  with  it?” 

“Xo.  That  is  how  I  came  to  miss  my  train.  I  ran  aner 
him  and  caught  him.  He  struck  at  me  and  then  I  hit  him 
very  hard.  He  fell  down,  and  then  I  saw  the  pin  in  his 
hand.  I  hit  him  again  and  then  he  gave  me  the  pin.  Then 
a  policeman  came  up  and  arrested  me,  and  he  ran  away.” 

“And  now  he  is  in  Chicago  and  in  the  same  hotel  with 
you  ?”  said  Wild,  questioningly.  “Well,  it  is  rather  strange, 
I  should  say.  You  are  sure  you  never  saw  him  on  the  train 
coming  out  ?” 

“I  am  sure  I  did  not  see  him;  very  sure.” 

“Then  he  must  have  come  by  another  route.  It  may  be 
that  he  was  coming  to  Chicago,  anyhow,  but  it  is  more 
than  probable  that  he  folloived  you  for  the  purpose  of 
robbing  you.” 

“Well,  he  must  look  out  for  me,  for  I  will  stand  no  non¬ 
sense  from  him.” 

“That’s  right,  Duke!”  exclaimed  Charlie. 

“You  shouldn’t  carry  such  valuable  pins  with  you,”  Wild 
remarked. 

“Oh,  but  I  must.  I  always  carry  at  least  three  rings 
and  three  or  four  pins  with  me.  I  would  not  be  without  my 
diamonds.  See  my  rings  1” 

He  held  up  his  hands  and  showed  three  rings  that  must 
have  been  worth  nearly  two  thousand  dollars. 

“Haven’t  those  rings  ever  got  you  in  trouble?”  our  hero 
asked. 

“Yes;  once  in  Venice  and  once  in  London.  But  I  got 
out  of  the  trouble  both  times,  and  in  London  the  thief  who 
wanted  the  rings  got  sent  to  prison  for  trying  to  take  them 
from  me.”  •  ^ 

Young  Wild  West  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

He  was  thinking  of  the  blacklegs  that  infested  the  border 
and  mining  towns  they  would  pass  through. 

Those  fellow's  would  kill  a  man  for  much  less  than  one 
of  the  rings  wus  valued  at,  let  alone  the  three,  and  the  pins 
that  would  go  with  them. 

“I  guess  there  will  be  no  danger  of  the  bears  and  buff- 
I  IcH.-s  taking  my  rings  and  pirns,”  said  the  duke,  with  a  laugh. 

“No;  I  think  not.  But  there  are  worse  things  than  butfa- 
/  loea  and  Ivcars  in  the  Wild  West,  as  you  will  find  out  before 
through,  1  believe  I  wrote  you  that  there  was  no 
eui}  of  danger  attached  to  such  a  trip  as  we  are  going  to 
make.” 


“You  surely  did;  and  that  is  why  I  am  so  anxious  to 
make  the  trip.  1  love  danger — I  love  it  very  much.” 

Cheyenne  Charlie  looked  at  the  royal  personage  from 
Russia  pityingly,  but  said  nothing. 

In  Charlie's  w'ay  of  thinking,  Russia  was  a  pretty  tame 
sort  of  a  place,  and  that  the  only  place  in  the  world  wdiere 
a  man  should  be  quick  and  know  how  to  handle  a  shooter 
was  the  Western  part  of  the  United  States,  where  he  had 
been  born  and  reared. 

The  train  that  ^vas  to  take  them  to  Cheyenne,  Wyoming, 
was  scheduled  to  leave  at  twenty  minutes  past  eleven  that 
night,  so  that  ^vould  give  them  an  opportunity  to  see  the  city 
a  little. 

As  they  had  only  arrived  there  that  morning,  and  had 
been  waiting  around  the  depot  all  day  for  the  duke  to  ar¬ 
rive,  Wild  and  his  two  partners  had  seen  very  little  of  4 
Chicago. 

The  duke  suggested  that  they  take  a  walk,  and  after  they 
had  purchased  some  Havanas,  they  started  out. 

As  they  walked  along  the  street  they  saw  that  they  were  , 
not  the  only  ones  who  were  attired  in  the  garb  of  plainsmen. 

There  were  plenty  of  cowboys  to  be  seen,  and  now  and  -? 
then  a  Mexican  “greaser”  came  along. 

They  were  enployed  in  the  capacity  of  herders,  and  «  / 
every  time  they  brought  in  a  drove  of  cattle  to  the  stock, 
yards  they  would  have  a  high  old  time  before  they  went  back  ^ 
to  the  ranches  they  belonged  to. 

“Those  are  two  real  Westerners,  I  guess,”  said  the  duke, 
pointing  out  a  couple  of  them,  who  were  under  the  influence  ,  ■ 
of  liquor  and  talking  loudly  in  front  of  a  saloon. 

“Yes:  they  are  real  Westerners,”  replied  Wild.  “But 
outside  of  taking  care  of  cattle  on  the  plains  they  don’t 
know  an  awful  lot  about  the  West,  I  guess.” 

Our  friends  were  walking  toward  the  two  men,  and  as  * 
they  got  within  a  few  feet  of  them  the  drunken  pair  looked 
up  and  saw  them. 

“Hoop-  a-la!”  yelled  one.  “Look  at  ther  theater  troupe  * 
comin.’  They’ve  got  as  far  as  Shago,  an’  are  lookin’  around 
tc  shoot  Injuns,  I’ll  bet  1” 

“Let  Ym  alone,”  said  the  other.  “They’re  only  innocent  '  : 
tenderfeet.  Let  ’em  go  down  to  ther  stock  yards  an’  shoot 
a  mess  of  steers,  if  they  wanter.” 

The  last  speaker  would  have  probably  let  it  gone  at  that, 
but  the  other  fellow  was  not  satisfied. 

He  wanted  to  have  some  fun. 

So  when  the  four  came  along  he  quickly  knocked  the 
duke’s  fur  hat  off  and  pushed  him  against  Young  Wild 
West  with  such  force  that  the  boy  was  sent  staggering  into 
the  gutter. 

But  our  hero  was  on  the  sidewalk  again  in  a  twinkling. 

“What  did  you  do  that  for,  you  big  coyote?”  he  de¬ 
manded. 

“Ha,  ha !”  laughed  the  drover.  “He’s - ” 

That  was  all  he  said  just  then,  for  a  blow  from  Wild’s 
fist  caught  him  squarely  in  the  mouth,  and  he  was  sent 
staggering  back  to  the  door  of  the  saloon. 

Then  the  other  fellow  tackled  Wild  and  got  knocked 
down  for  his  pains. 
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The  first  one  made  a  rush  for  him,  and  as  he  came  Wild 
stooped  and  caught  him  over  his  hip. 

With  a  quick  move  he  sent  him  flying  across  the  side¬ 
walk. 

Just  then  a  policeman  hove  in  sight,  and  our  friends  were 
forced  to  go  on,  while  the  two  drovers  got  inside  the  saloon. 

“That  is  the  way  we  handle  fellows  who  get  too  soon,”  re¬ 
marked  the  boy  to  the  duke. 


CHAPTER  II. 


A  TRIO  OF  RASCALS. 


drinks  were  poured  out.  “If  I  wae?  you  I  would  get  square 
on  that  young  fello'^wj^th  the  long  hair.” 

“We  want  to  git  square  with  him,”  replied  one;  “but  it 
won't  do  to  raise  a  disturbance  on  ther  streets.  Afore  you 
kin  do  anything  a  cop  always  comes  along.  If  I  could  git 
ther  chance  I’d  knife  him  in  ther  back,  I  would.” 

“Stop  talkin’  tliat  way,  Denny,”  said  the  other,  looking 
at  his  companion  warningly. 

“Oh,  that  is  all  right,”  remarked  Peters.  “You  needn’t 
be  afraid  of  what  you  say  before  me.  I  am  after  one  of 
those  fellows  myself.” 

“Yer  are,  hey?”  and  both  men  grew  interested. 

Yes;  one  of  them  has  got  something  that  belongs  to 


a 
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The  man  who  had  tried  to  rob  Osmond  Kovalitch,  the 
Duke  of  Strangoff,  in  Yew  York  was  an  expert  thief. 

He  had  seen  the  rings  and  pins  the  Russian  nobleman 
wore,  and  he  had  made  up  his  mind  that  he  was  going  to 
have  them. 

This  man  went  by  the  name  of  Perry  Peters,  and  at  the 
time  of  which  we  write  his  picture  could  be  found  in  the 
Rogiies'  Gallery  in  New  York. 

Peters  had  followed  the  duke  to  Chicago,  sure  enough, 
and  he  had  come  all  the  way  there  for  the  express  purpose 
of  getting  possession  of  his  diamonds. 

The  rascal  knew  their  value  tlie  moment  he  saw  them. 

He  had  taken  a  different  route  to  Chicago,  and  had  ar¬ 
rived  there  some  hours  ahead  of  the  Russian  duke. 

And  he  had  been  at  the  depot  when  the  train  had  come 
in,  but  he  had  failed  to  recognize  the  Russian,  not  taking 
the  trouble  to  look  at  him  in  the  peculiar  rig  he  wore. 

But  in  the  dining-room  of  the  hotel  he  had  recognized 
him.  ' 

When  the  villain  went  through  the  doorway  to  get  out  of 
sight,  he  found  himself  in  the  cafe  of  the  hotel. 

There  was  a  window  there  that  overlooked  the  entrance, 
and  he  at  once  went  to  it  and  waited  till  our  friends  went 
outside  and  started  on  their  walk. 

When  Young  Wild  West  handled  the  two  cowboys  so 
roughly  and  in  such  an  easy  manner.  Perry  Peters  was  less 
than  twenty  yards  from  the  spot. 

He  had  been  close  enough  behind  them  on  the  way  to  hear 
by  their  conversation  that  they  were  going  to  leave  for  Chey¬ 
enne  on  the  train  that  went  out  twenty  minutes  past  eleven. 

Peters  figured  that  it  would  be  worth  while  for  him  to 
follow  them  there. 

But  if  he  could  get  the  duke’s  diamonds  before  he  left 
Chicago,  so  much  the  better. 

It  struck  the  thief  to  go  into  the  saloon  where  the  two 
herders  had  gone  when  tliey  saw  the  policeman  coming. 

He  felt  like  having  a  talk  with  them  just  then. 

He  found  them  both  nursing  their  faces  from  the  effects 
of  the  blows  they  had  received  from  Young  Wild  West. 

“Have  a  drink,  boys,”  he  said,  familiarly. 

Then  men  were  looking  for  sympathy  from  some  one, 
so  they  promptly  assented. 

“1  saw  you  in  the  muss  outside,”  Peters  went  on,  as  the 


“What  is  it?”  queried  the  fellow  called  Denny, 

“He's  got  some  of  my  jewelry  on  him.” 

“You  mean  it  will  be  yours  when  you  git  it?”  and  the 
fellow  grinned  knowingly. 

He  knocked  me  down  on  a  railroad  station  in  New  York  I 
and  took  it  from  me,”  went  on  Peters,  ignoring  the  remark  < 
entirely.  “It  is  a  diamond  pin,  and  I  must  have  it.” 

“Say,”  and  the  fellow  called  Denny  lowered  his  voice 
to  a  whisper.  “What  would  you  give  to  git  that  pin?” 

Perry  Peters  took  a  good  look  at  the  two  before  he  made 
a  reply. 

“Let's  have  another  drink,”  he  said. 

“I  was  only  thinkin'  that  we  might  make  a  little  money 
afore  we  go  away  to-night,”  went  on  Denny. 

“Where  are  you  going?”  queried  the  thief. 

“To  ther  Black  Hills.” 

“To  dig  for  gold?”  1 

“Yes;  we've  got  our  tickets  for  Chej’^enne,  an’  we  leave  ^ 
on  ther  twenty  minutes  past  eleven  train  to-night.” 

“What !” 

Peters  could  scarcely  believe  his  senses. 

“Wliat's  ther  matter?”  asked  the  other  man  in  surprise.  1 
“You  ain't  goin'  W  have  a  fit,  are  yer,  mister?” 

“Shet  up.  Mugs!”  exclaimed  his  companion. 

“All  right,  then;  I'll  shet  up.” 

“So  you  have  bought  your  ticket  for  Cheyenne?”  said 
Peters,  half  musingly. 

“Yes” 

;  V 

“W  ell,  that  is  where  thet  four  fellefs  in  ther  hunting-rigs 
are  goiir^'J? 

“They^  are?”  queried  the  two  cowboys  in  the  same 
breath. 


Tes  ;  that  s  where  they  are  bound.  Three  of  them  art' 
scouts,  or  sonietliing  like  that,  and  the  other  is  a  foreigner 
who  has  come  out  here  to  go  hunting.  He  is  the  one  wire 
has  got  the  diamond  pin  I  spoke  about,  and  has  got  plenty 
more  diamonds  besides  with  him." 

All  they  are  goin  on  ther  .train  that  leaves  a  little  after 
'leveii  to-night  ?" 

Pile  cow  boys  looked  at  each  other. 


As  intoxicated  as  they  were,  the  looks  they  gave  each  otlR  r 
were  full  of  meaning. 

The  thief  from  New  York  now  thoroughly  uuderst^vxl 
them.  '■  *  -.1 
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They  wore  rogues,  like  liimself,  only  not  so  shrewd  as 
he  was. 

“Lot  us  go  an'  sit  down,’’  he  said,  after  a  pause.  guess 
you  follows  are  all  right.” 

“There's  a  table  over  there,”  said  ]\Iugs,  as  his  compan¬ 
ion  had  called  him.  ‘AVe’ll  sit  down  to  that.” 

The  three  went  over  to  the  table. 

Then  Dennv  ordered  the  drinks. 

V 

‘‘I'm  goin'  to  have  my  drunk  out,”  he  observed,  as  he 
rubbed  his  swollen  lips.  “Ther  drunker  I  git  ther  uglier  I 
git.” 

“So  do  I,”  put  in  Mugs.  “When  I’m  drunk  I  don’t  think 
no  more  of  killin’  a  man  than  nothin’.” 

“I  never  killed  a  ma‘n,”  observed  Peters,  “but  I’ve  lifted 
many  a  watch  an’  roll  from  innocent  people.” 

“Arc  you  good  at  shootin’?”  queried  Mugs,  looking  at 
him  in  admiration. 

•  “No;  I  never  have  to  do  tlrat  in  my  business.” 

“You  don’t,  hey?” 

“No.” 

“You  kin  clean  a  feller  out  without  his  knowin’  it, 
then?” 

“AYs,  I  guess  I  can — the  most  of  them,  anyhow.” 

“We  generally  has  to  knock  our  man  down,  or  shoot 
him,  or  stick  him,  or  somethin’  like  that,  don’t  we?”  said 
Mugs. 

“  ’Sh!”  exclaimed  his  companion,  warningly. 

“Pshaw !  This  here  man  is  all  right,  ain’t  you,  boss?” 

“If  I  ain’t  all  right  you  can  shoot  me!”  declared  Pe¬ 
ters.  “How  much  money  have  you  fellows  got,  anyway?” 

“Not  very  much.  About  a  hundred  apiece,  I  reckon.” 

“Why  don’t  you  get  some  more?” 

“Tell  us  how  we  kin.” 

“I’ll  tell  YOU  how.  But  vou  must  drink  some  seltzer 
and  sober  up  a  little  first.  T'ou  don’t  want  to  be  too  drunk 
to  do  this.” 

“What  have  we  got  to  do?”  inquired  Denny. 

“Just  walk  along  till  you  get  to  a  place  where  there’s 
a  good  crowd  of  people, 'and  then  make  out  that  you  are 
having  a  fight.  There  will  be  a  lot  of  excitement  then, 
and  I  will  go  through  some  of  the  innocents  in  the  crowd. 
I  will  divide  with  you.” 

“You  will?” 

“Yes;  I’ll  divide  equally  with  you.  I  may  take  it  in  my 
head  to  go  to  Cheyenne,  too,  and  I  will  need  more  money 
than  I  have  got,  though  I  can  always  get  supplied  with  it, 
no  matter  where  I  am.  All  I  want  is  to  be  where  there  is 
.somebody  else  who  has  got  money;  then  it  won’t  be  long 
before  I  will  have  it.  I  have  been  living  that  way  for  a 
number  of  years,  I  might  as  well  tell  you,” 

“That  must  be  a  nice  way  to  live,”  nodded  Mugs.  “I 
took  a  feller’s  watch  an’  chain  an’  about  a  thousand  dollars 
once,  but  I  had  to  shoot  him  first.  It’s  risky  business  to  do 
anything  like  that,  you  know.” 

“Yf's;  J  wouldn’t  shoot  any  one,  unless  I  couldn’t  help 

if  y^ra  git  out  in  Cheyenne  an’  git  caught  tryin’  to 
lift  feller’s  pocketbook,  they’d  shoot  you  as  quick 


as  a  wink.  They  don’t  bother  about  havin’  fellers  arrested 
there.” 

Perry  Peters  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“That’s  the  worst  of  it  out  here  in  the  West,”  he  said. 
“I’ve  never  been  out  here  before,  but  I’ve  heard  tlie  same 
thing  that  you  say.” 

“Well,  if  you  ain’t  handy  with  a  gun,  an’  expect  to  go  out 
in  ther  wilds,  you’d  better  do  some  practisin’  afore  you 
pick  any  pockets  out  there.” 

“  I  will  do  some  practising.  But  I  want  to  show  you  how 
slick  I  am  at  the  game.  Just  wait  till  you  fellows  get  a 
little  straighter.  Come  into  a  restaurant  and  get  a  cup  of 
strong  coffee.” 

The  two  cowboys,  who  were  but  villains  at  their  best, 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  coffee  would  do  them  good,  so 
they  got  up  and  followed  the  New  Yorker  from  the  saloon. 

Half  an  hour  later  they  were  in  a  little  better  condition, 
the  coffee  having  sobered  them  somewhat. 

“Now,  then,  come  on!”  exclaimed  Perry  Peters.  “When 
we  get  on  the  corner  over  there  I  want  you  two  fellows  to 
get  in  a  fight.  Just  make  out  that  you  are  very  angry  at 
one  another.  You  need  not  keep  it  going  more  than  a  min¬ 
ute,  and  that  will  give  you  time  to  get  away  before  a-cop 
comes.  Head  straight  for  the  saloon  I  met  you  in.  If  I 
ain’t  there  when  you  get  there,  I  soon  will  be.  Now,  do 
you  understand?” 

“Yes,”  answered  Mugs. 

“AMu’re  goin’  to  divide  what  you  git,  you  said,”  remarked 
Denn}',  questioningly. 

“Certainly  I  am.” 

“An’ 'you  won’t  take  it  in  your  head  to  go  away  an’  leave 
us  in  ther  lurch?”  added  Mugs,  who,  since  he  had  become  a 
little  sober,  was  getting  the  least  mite  suspicious  of  the 
smooth-tongued  rascal  from  New  York. 

“I  don’t  do  business  that  way.  You  do  as  I  tell  you,  and 
we  will  make  a  good  haul  out  of  tliis  game.  Now,  is  it  a 

•  go?” 

“Yes,”  thev  answered. 

“Well,  as  soon  as  we  get  on  the  corner  you  start  in,  but 
don’t  keep  it  up  any  more  than  a  minute,  and  not  as  long  as 
that  if  you  should  see  a  cop  coming.” 

“All  right.” 

Two  minutes  later  there  was  considerable  excitement  on 
the  corner. 

The  two  men  were  going  at  it  hammer  and  tongs,  and 
everybody  wanted  to  see  the  fight. 

They  did  the  trick  well,  for  greenhorns,  and  when  the 
cry  of  “Here  comes  the  cop!”  rang  out  they  had  difficulty 
in  breaking  through  the  crowd. 

But  they  managed  to  do  it  all  right,  and  a  couple  of  min¬ 
utes  later  they  were  in  the  back  room  of  the  saloon,  pant¬ 
ing  from  their  exertions. 

They  had  not  been  there  more  than  ten  seconds  when 
Perry  Peters  walked  in. 

“How  did  you  make  out?”  asked  Mugs,  his  face  lighting 
up.” 

*  “P>ully!”  was  the  reply.  “I  never  saw  two  fellows  wort' 
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the  game  so  nice  as  you  did.  1  did  line,  I  uin  glad  to  say, 
and  it  was  all  because  you  made  the  fools  believe  you  were 
actually  fighting.  Til  bet  that  some  of  them  won’t  miss 
anything  till  they  get  home  I” 

“Why,  how  many  fellows  did  you  go  through?”  asked, 
Denny  in  surprise. 

“Five  or  six.” 

“What!” 

“Yes;  and  I  raked  in  about  five  hundred  dollars  in  cash 
and  three  watches.” 

The  herders  looked  aghast. 

“You  are  ther  greatest  feller  I  ever  met,”  said  Mugs. 
“Let  me  shake  hands  with  you,  won’t  you  ?” 

“Certainly.  My  name  is  Perry  Peters.  What  are  your 
names  ?” 

Thev  told  him. 

“Mugs  and  Denny,  eh?  Well,  I  guess  they  are  good 
enough.  Now,  if  you  will  work  with  me,  we  will  follow 
that  foreigner  and  his  friends  to  Cheyenne  and  clean  him 
out.” 

“We’ll  go  with  you.” 


CHAPTEE  III. 


OUR  FRIENDS  ARRIVE  IN  WESTON. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  companions,  the  Eussian  duke 
and  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart,  saw  considerable  of 
•Chicago  before  it  was  time  to  take  the  train  that  night. 

After  the  incident  that  took  place  when  they  met  the 
two  drunken  herders  nothing  occurred  to  interfere  with 
them. 

The  four  had  engaged  a  sleeper,  and  when  they  went  into 
their  car  they  immediately  turned  in. 

They  did  not  get  up  the  next  morning  until  they  were 
routed  out  by  the  colored  porter,  and  then  after  indulging 
in  a  good  wash-up,  they  went  to  the  dining-car  and  had 
breakfast. 

Wild  found  the  duke  to  be  a  fine  fellow  and  a  gentleman 
in  every  respect.  , 

For  a  foreigner,  he  knew  a  great  deal  about  the  ways  of 
the  American  people. 

He  claimed  that  he  had  gained  this  knowledge  solely  by 
reading. 

“I  can  even  play  the  great  American  game  of  draw 
poker,”  he  told  them. 

“That’s  ther  best  game  there  is  on  earth,  when  it  comes 
to  cards,”  declared  Charlie. 

“Then  you  all  play  it,  I  suppose?” 

“I  never  play  the  game  unless  I  have  some  object  other 
than  file  winning  of  money  in  view,”  Wild  said.  “I  un¬ 
derstand  the  game  pretty  well,  though.  Cambling  is  some¬ 
thing  that  never  did  a  person  any  good,  though  if  a  jiarty  of 
friends  sit  down  to  pass  away  the  time,  T  can't  say  as  there 
ib  any  harm  in  it.” 

4' 

‘‘Well,  can’t  we  have  a  friendly  ;ramc?”  asked  the  duke. 


“Yes;  we  will  go  in  the  smoker  and  play  awhile  with 
the  understanding  that  if  1  win  any  of  your  money  I  shall 
return  it  to  you.” 

“There  would  be  no  fun  in  playing  that  way.  If  1  lose 
I  can  well  afford  it.  1  have  plenty  of  money  at  my  com¬ 
mand,  you  know.  Why,  the  Eussian  Government  is  paying 
for  my  trip  here.” 

“That  may  be;  but  I  don’t  want  to  take  your  money.” 

“A'ou  talk  as  though  you  were  pretty  sure  of  winning 
from  me.” 

“Well,  I  know  the  game  pretty  well,  and  if  I  do  say  it  my¬ 
self,  I  have  plenty  of  nerve.  It  takes  nerve  to  play  poker 
and  win,  you  know.” 

“Well,  you  might  get  fooled  in  playing  with  me.  I  am 
supposed  to  be  an  expert  at  it  in  my  country.” 

“Well,  we  will  go  in  the  smoker  and  see  about  it.” 

A  few  minutes  later  they  were  comfortably  seated  at  a 
table  with  a  pack  of  cards. 

Y'oung  Wild  West  had  learned  all  the  tricks  of  the  profes¬ 
sion,  and  if  he  chose  he  could  manipulate  the  cards  in  a  way 
that  would  deceive  nine  out  of  ten  professional  gamblers. 

The  game  started  in,  all  four  of  them  playing. 

To  make  it  interesting,  they  played  for  small  stakes. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  was  a  lover  of  the  game,  though  he 
seldom  played  it. 

He  had  learned  by  experience  that  he  was  better  oS  by 
leaving  it  alone. 

After  a  few  hands  had  been  played.  Wild  found  that  the 
duke  did  know  considerable  of  the  game. 

They  kept  at  it  for  a  couple  of  hours  and  then  our  hero 
became  tired  of  it. 

He  had  won  a  few  dollars,  and  so  had  Charlie,  the  duke 
and  Jim  being  the  losers. 

“I  guess  we  will  divide  up  now,”  he  said,  “and  then  I’ll 
show  you  a  few  tricks  that  are  practiced  by  professional 
gamblers  on  their  lyisuspecting  victims.” 

“Good  !”  exclaimed  the  duke. 


When  Mild  had  turned  the  amounts  lost  to  their  rightful 
owners  be  took  the  pack  of  cards  and  began  to  shuffle  it. 

Cut  the  cards,  duke,”  he  said,  laying  the  pack  before 
him.  It  is  supposed  to  be  my  deal,  you  know.” 

The  Eussian  cut  the  cards,  and  then  Wild  took  them  up 
and  began  to  deal  around,  one  at  a  time,  the  same  as  had 
been  done  when  playing  the  game. 

“Just  imagine  that  there  is  a  jack-pot  on  the  table  with 
about  a  thousand  dollars  in  it,'”  our  hero  resumed.  “Now, 
then,  who  can  open  it  ?”  ^ 

“I  can!”  exclaimed  all  three  in  a  breath. 

“MYll,  make  your  discard  and  draw  cadrds.” 

They  did  so,  the  duke  taking  two  cards,  Jim  tlireo  and 
Charlie  three. 


1  lieil  \\  IIQ  TOOK  two. 
a 


‘Now,  then,”  said  he,  “I  am  going  to  tell  vou  the  cari 
you  had  to  open  the  jaek-pot  with.  ^  Duke,  yon  had  tlm 
aces,  Charlie  had  a  pair  of  jacks  and  ,Hm  had  a  pair  ( 
queens.  I  had  three  kings  before  I  drew.  Now,  Iiow  mpe 
Mould  }ou  all  bet  if  wo  u’cro  really  playing  a  game  an 
meant  to  win?”  "  '  ^  < 
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on  my  [  road  that  as  long  as  a  fellow  minds  his  own  business  he  will 
j  get  along  all  right  in  this  part  of  the  country.” 

"‘Yes;  tliat  is  generally  the  ease.  But  sometimes  a  Itn- 


“I  would  not  hesitute  to  go  five  hundred  dollan 
band,”  answered  the  duke. 

“And  I  naturallv  would  meet  the  bet  and  raise  it,”  said 
J  im. 

“An'  I'd  hop  it  up  a  peg  higher,”  remarked  the  scout. 

“Then  I  would  lift  it  another  five  hundred,”  said  Wild, 
with  a  smile.  “Then,  when  you  all  got  tired  of  betting  I 
would  nike  in  the  boodle  because  I  have  got  four  kings  and 
an  ace.” 

“Wliat !”  cried  the  Eussian  duke  in  surprise. 

“  There  they  are.  See  them  ?” 

“Well,  I  have  a  good  hand.  I  have  three  aces,  as  you 
said,  and  a  pair  of  deuces  with  them.  That  makes  a  nice 
full  hand.” 

“I  had  you  beat,”  laughed  Charlie,  as  he  laid  down  four 
Jacks. 

“And  I  had  you  beat,”  added  Jim,  showing  four  queens. 

“ISToWj  you  can  see  how  easy  it  is  to  lose  a  lot  of  money,” 
said  our  hero.  “You  cut  the  cards  yourself,  duke,  and  you 
cut  them  just  where  I  wanted  you  to.  But  if  you  had  cut 
them  different  it  would  have  been  all  the  same,  as  I  was 
going  to  deal  the  same  cards,  anyhow.  I  put  them  all  to¬ 
gether  when  I  picked  them  up  to  give  them  a  shuffle.” 

“I  would  give  a  good  deal  to  know  how  you  did  it.” 

“Well,  you  need  not  give  a  thing,  for  I  will  show  you 
for  nothing.  I  will  do  the  thing  slow,  so  you  can  see  just 
how  it  was  done.” 

Then  he  proceeded  to  place  the  cards  so  they  would  come 
out  as  he  wanted  them  to,  and  when  he  had  done  so  he 
handed  them  to  the  duke  to  cut. 

The  cut  was  made,  and  then  Wild  picked  the  cards  up 
and  placed  them  exactly  the  same'  as  they  had  been  before 
he  laid  the  pack  on  the  table. 

“That  is  easy  enough  to  do,”  he  said.  “All  you  have  to 
do  is  to  reach  for  the  cards  with  both  hands,  and  then,  if 
you  are  the  least  bit  slick  you  can  get  them  the  same  as 
you  had  them.  Yow  I  will  deal  the  cards  face  up.  Watcli 
them  as  they  come  out.” 

He  did  the  trick  with  the  greatest  of  ease  and  the  Eussian 
duke  grew  enthusiastic  over  it. 

“You  ai^e  a  wonderful  young  fellow !”  he  exclaimed. 
“You  have  taught  me  something,  and  I  will  never  play  cards 
with  a  sharp  and  have  the  idea  that  I  know  as  much  about 
the  game  as  he  does.” 

“Well,  if  you  take  my  advice  you  will  let  the  game  alone, 
anyhow,” 

“Oh,  we  must  get  some  excitement,  you  know,  and  there 
is  more  excitement  in  draw  poker  than  in  any  other  game.” 

“Every  one  to  his  own  opinion.” 

The  journey  to  Cheyenne  was  made  without  interruption, 
and  when  the  duke  stinck  that  real  Western  town  ho  was 
very  much  impressed  with  what  he  saw. 

“Wait  till  you  get  to  Weston,”  said  our  hero.  “It  is 
only  a  small  mining  town,  but  there  is  more  life  there  than 
there  is  in  a  toun  in  the  East  four  times  its  size,  A  man 
ifft  hanged  there  for  stealing  a  horse,  and  his  trial  does  not 
mw'  than  ten  minutes,  sometimes.” 

“J  liave  read  about  it,”  nodded  the  duke.  “T  have  also 


clerfoot  shows  a  little  too  much  spirit  and  goes  under  at 
the  hands  of  some  reckless  bad  man.  A  fellow  never  should 
attempt  to  fight  out  here  unless  he  is  cool  and  feels  certain 
that  he  can  down  his  man.  He  must  not  make  threats,  and 
if  he  should  draw  his  shooter  under  a  pretext  of  shooting 
and  don’t  do  it,  he  is  likely  to  be  a  goner.  Such  bluffs  don’t 
work.” 

“I  am  going  to  learn  all  these  things  from  you.  I  hope 
I  don’t  get  into  any  such  scrape  that  will  make  me  have  to 
shoot  a  man.  I  have  never  done  it,  and  I  don’t  want  to.” 

“Some  of  the  inhabitants  of  this  part  of  the  country 
can  hardly  be  called  men.  They  are  more  like  brutes  than 
anything  else,  and  they  think  no  more  of  shooting  some  in¬ 
nocent  fellow  creatures  than  they  do  to  knock  over  a  wolf. 
Such  men  as  they  generally  get  what  is  coming  to  them 
when  they  run  up  against  our  crowd.” 

Our  four  friends  remained  in  Cheyenne  over  night  and 
took  an  early  morning  train  for  Weston. 

They  arrived  at  the  hustling  mining  town  that  had  been 
named  for  A'oung  Wild  West  on  the  last  train  that  came 
in  that  night. 

Wild  at  once  escorted  the  Eussian  duke  to  the  cottage 
he  and  Jim  occupied  when  in  town,  and  Charlie  went  home 
to  his  wife. 

Wing  Wall,  a  Chinese  servant,  had  a  room  all  in  readi¬ 
ness  for  his  royal  highness,  and  when  our  hero  and  Jim  saw 
him  comfortably  installed,  they  turned  in  also,  being  pretty 
well  tired  out  from  their  long  railroad  journey,  something 
they  were  entirely  unused  to. 

It  was  rather  late  when  the  Eussian  duke  arose  the  next 
morning. 

But  he  found  a  fine  breakfast  awaiting  him  when  he 
came  down,  and  when  it  had  been  eaten  he  went  to  the 
office  of  the  Wild  West  Mining  and  Improvement  Com¬ 
pany  with  Wild  and  Dart. 

A  number  of  Wild’s  friends  and  partners  were  there, 
and  he  introduced  them  to  the  duke,  knowing  that  they 
had  assembled  there  for  that  purpose. 

There  was  Jack  Eobedee,  with  his  wooden  leg,  who  was 
an  equal  owner  of  the  quadruple  claim  that  had  made  their 
fortunes,  with  Wild,  Jim  and  Charlie,  and  when  he  shook 
hands  with  the  duke  he  was  favorably  impressed  with  him. 

Then  there  was  old  Dove-Eye  Dave,  the  man  who  acted 
as  mayor  of  the  town  while  Young  Wild  West  was  away, 
and  old  Sam  Murdock,  the  postmaster. 

They  had  never  seen  a  member,  of  a  royal  family  in 
their  lives,  and  both  remarked  that  such  a  fellow  wasn’t  so 
much  to  see,  after  all,  when  they  got  outside. 

“He’s  jest  ther  same  as  any  other  tenderfoot,”  said 
the  postmaster,  “only  that  round  hat  of  his  makes  him  look 
rather  odd  like.” 

“Cheyenne  Charlie  says  he’s  some  relation  to  tho  Czar  of 
Eooshia,”  retorted  Dove-Eye.  “If  he  is,  I  s’pose  he’s  some--^ 
,  thin’  worth  lookin’  at.  But,  jest  ther  same,  I’d  ratlicr  be 
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common,  cvery-clay  American  than  be  a  relative  of  the  czar 
or  a  king  or  a  sultan,  or  any  other  galoot  what  wears  a 
crown.”  I 

“Right  yer  are,  old  man !” 

Then  the  two  oldest  residents  of  Weston  shook  hands. 

Young  Wild  West  had  partly  arranged  a  route  to  take  in 
the  hunting  trip  the  duke  was  to  enjoy. 

He  was  going  to  give  it  to  him  by  degrees. 

The  Russian  had  stated  that  he  wanted  it  that  way,  and 
that  he  would  like  to  tackle  some  of  the  smaller  game  first. 

The  Cheyenne  River  was  less  than  fifty  miles  by  the 
crooked  route  that  "would  have  to  be  traveled  from  Weston, 
and  our  hero  knew  that  at  that  season  of  the  year  ducks 
were  very  thick. 

^  And  on  the  sage  brush  lands  on  either  shore  of  the  river 
prairie  chickens,  partridge,  quail  and  jack  rabbits  bred  in 
abundance. 

When  he  had  given  the  duke  a  taste  of  that  kind  of 
hunting,  he  meant  to  take  him  west  to  what  was  called 
“Old  Woman’s  Butte,”  and  give  him  a  taste ‘of  bear  hunt¬ 
ing. 

And  if  that  did  not  prove  exciting  enough  for  him  he 
w'ould  try  and  find  some  band  of  Indians  that  were  on  the 
war-path  and  give  him  a  chance  at  them. 

After  spending  half  an  hour  at  the  office  of  the  company, 
the  duke  suggested  that  they  take  a  walk  about  town. 

As  Jim  had  some  business  to  attend  to.  Wild  and  Charlie 
went  with  him. 

They  had  just  got  into  the  heart  of  the  place  when  Chey¬ 
enne  Charlie  pointed  over  to  a  saloon  and  exclaimed: 

“Jumpin’  Jupiter!  If  there  ain’t  ther  two  measley  co¬ 
yotes  we  met  in  Chicago  1” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

'  THE  HUNTING  TKIP  BEGINS. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Russian  duke  were  astonished 
when  they  looked  in  the  direction  indicated  by  Cheyenne 
Charlie  and  saw  the  two  herders  they  had  come  in  contact 
with  in  Chicago. 

They  had  not  expected  to  see  them  in  Weston. 

But  that  was  not  all  they  saw,  either,  for  the  next  mo¬ 
ment  who  should  come  out  of  the  saloon  but  the  fellow  who 
had  so  nearlv  robbed  the  duke  in  New  York. 

The  duke  was  the  picture  of  bewilderment  as  he  turned 
and  looked  at  his  companions. 

“This  is  remarkable,  is  it  not?”  he  asked.  “It  is  re¬ 
markable — very  remarkable.” 

“I  reckon  so,”  answered  Charlie.  “Come  on!  We  will 
go  over  to  that  saloon  and  make  sure  that  we  ain't  made  a 
mistake  in  them  fellers.” 

“We  will  go  over  there,”  answered  our  hero.  “But  you 
can  bet  your  last  dollar  that  there  is  no  mistake  about  it. 
d  hose  two  fellows  are  certainly  Ihe  ones  I  knocked  down  on 

e  sidewalk  in  Chicago;  aiid  the  other  is  the  fellow  who 


came  in  the  dining-room  of  the  hotel  as  we  were  getting 
ready  to  go  out.  The  duke  said  he  was  the  one  who 
tried  to  rob  him  and  made  him  miss  the  train  in  New  York. 
There  is  no  use  in  trying  to  think  they  are  not  the  parties; 
I  never  make  a  mistake  when  I  once  see  a  man.” 

The  three  men  had  not  seen  them  yet. 

They  stood  talking  together  on  the  stoop  of  the  saloon, 
and  when  a  few  seconds  later  our  friends  walked  up  they 
turned  and  saw  them. 

“How  are  you?”  called  out  Wild,  familiarly.  “How 
did  you  leave  things  in  Chicago  ?” 

“First  rate,”  answered  the  man  named  Mugs,  stepping 
forward.  “It’s  rather  funny  we  should  meet  here  again, 
ain’t  it?  Janks  Hansen,  thcr  feller  what  runs  this  joint, 
is  a  personal  friend  of  ours,  an’  we  come  out  here  to  go  in 
ther  minin’  business.  He  told  us  this  mornin’  that  Y^oung 
Wild  West  was  ther  mayor  of  ther  town,  an’  I  take  it  that 
you  are  him.” 

“Y^es,”  answered  our  hero.  “I  happen  to  be  Young  Wild 
West,  and  also  the  Mayor  of  Weston.  So  Janks  Hansen 
is  a  friend  of  yours,  eh  ?” 

“Oh,  yes;  w^e  knowed  him  in  Denver.” 

“Is  he  a  friend  of  his,  too?”  and  he  pointed  out  Perry 
Peters,  who  stood  there  smiling  as  pleasantly  as  a  minister 
about  to  marry  a  couple,  there  being  not  the  least  sign'  of 
anything  wrong  about  him. 

“No.  He  never  met  Janks  till  he  got  here  last  night  on 
ther  late  train.  His  name  is  Perry  Peters,  an’  he  was 
cornin’  out  this  way,  so  we  got  him  to  come  along  with  ua.” 

“How  do  you  do,  gentlemen?”  and  Peters  stepped  for¬ 
ward  and  bowed  politely. 

“Haven’t  I  met  you  before?”  queried  the  duke,  who 
seemed  to  be  a  little  puzzled. 

“I  guess  not,”  was  the  repty,  and  the  pickpocket  shook 
his  head  as  though  in  an  effort  to  remember.  “Come  to 
think  of  it,  I  did  see  you  in  a  hotel  in  Chicago.” 

“Didn’t  you  see  me  in  New  Y"ork  before  that?” 

“I  never  was  in  New  York  in  my  life,”  lied  the  rascal. 

He  said  it  so  earnestly  and  shook  his  head  in  such  an 
emphatic  manner  that  the  duke  began  to  think  he  had  made 
a  mistake  in  his  man. 

“Well,  if  it  wasn’t  you  I  met  on  the  depot  before  I  left 
New  York  it  must  have  been  your  brother.” 

Then  Peters  colored  up  as  though  he  was  ashamed  of 
something. 

“It  might  have  been  my  brother  you  met,”  he  said.  “I 
ha\e  one  in  New  York,  but  none  of  the  family  recos^nize 
him.  I  have  heard  that  he  served  a  term  in  the  State 
prison,  but  of  course  the  rest  of  the  family  can't  help  that. 
There  is  liable  to  be  black  sheep  in  every  family.'’ 

That  s  so,  retorted  the  duke.  “I  beg  your  pardon. 

I  am  now  quite  certain  you  were  not  the  man  I  met  in  NeW 
Y"ork.” 


iJci  tnought  lie  was  the  man,  just  the  same,  but  sa 
notliiug  just  then. 

“I'm  miglitv  sorry  wo  liad  any  trouble  there  in  Chieago 
=ai(l  the  man  Cenny.  “Wo  was  drunk  at  ther  time.' a 
didn't  know  what  we  was  doin'.” 
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“Well,  if  YOU  are  satisfied  to  let  fit  drop,  we  are,  and 
wiili  that  our  hero  walked  on  into  the  place. 

It  was  seldom  that  he  went  into  any  of  the  places  hi 
Weston,  except  the  Gazoo  Hotel,  which  was  a  quite  respect¬ 
able  hostelry. 

But  In^was  showing  the  duke  around  now,  and  he  wanted 
to  give  him  an  idea  of  what  was  going  on. 

The  trio  of  villains  followed  them  inside,  and  before 
they  could  order  anything  Perry  Peters  called  out : 

“Give  us  six  drinks,  Janks!  Let  ’em  all  take  what  they 
like  on  me.”  , 

‘‘Pll  have  a  cigar,”  said  Wild,  and  as  Charlie  said  he 
would  take  the  same,  the  duke  took  a  smoke,  too,  though  he 
was  more  partial  to  his  pipe  and  Turkish  tobacco,  of  which 
he  had  brought  along  a  good  supply. 

Then  the  duke  treated  them. 

^‘What  kind  of  wine  have  you?”  he  asked  as  the  landlord 
put  out  the  whiskey  bottle  and  glasses. 

^‘Champagne,  Madeira  aW  Janiaky  rum,”  was  the  reply. 

‘Hfil  take  a  little  Madeira,  then,”  and  the  Russian  smiled 
as  he  thought  of  Jamaica  rum  being  called  a  wine. 

They  went  out  a  few  minutes  later  and  made  the  rounds 
of  the  town  without  anything  of  note  happening. 

It  was  noon  when  they  got  back,  and  the  duke^s  baggage 
having  arrived,  he  proceeded  to  open  it  after  the  noonday 
meal  was  through. 

AMung  Wild  West  looked  at  Jim  Dart  and  smiled  when  he 
saw  the  outfit  the  Russian  nobleman  had  provided  himself 
with. 

He  had  brought  along  enough  wearing  apparel  to  fit  out 
half  a  dozen  men. 

And  the  tobacco,  weapons,  ammunition  and  other  small 
things  would  have  been  sufficient  for  the  half  dozen  men. 

‘‘A^ou  want  to  cut  your  baggage  down  to  as  small  an 
amount  as  possible,”  our  hero  said.  ^^AMu  caiPt  carry  very 
much  on  horseback.” 

^‘Well,  I  thought  I  would  bring  enough  articles  along  to 
have  a  pick  from,”  was  the  reply.  “I’ll  take  whatever  you 
say.  A"cu  are  the  leader,  you  know — a  good  leader,  too.^^ 

“All  right,  Duke.  When  do  you  want  to  start  out?’’ 

“As  soon  as  you  can  get  ready.” 

“All  right.  We  will  make  it  to-morrow,  then.” 

“That  will  suit  me.” 

“Good  enough.  Now,  just  sort  out  a  change  of  under¬ 
clothing,  about  three  hundred  shells  for  your  shot  gun  and 
as  many  more  for  your  rifle,  I  guess  that  will  be  enough 
to  take  along.” 

The  Russian  looked  surprised. 

“Do  you  mean  that?”  he  asked. 

“Certainly.  We  will  have  to  rough  it  considerably,  you 
know,  and  we  can’t  be  burdened  with  a  whole  lot  of  trap¬ 
pings,  Supj)OBe  we  were  to  be  chased  by  Indians;  what 
tnen  ?’’ 

“Well,  you  know  best.  Whatever  you  say  I  will  do — I 
will  do  it  gladlv,  Px).” 

It  wf;-.  finally  all  arranged  that  they  were  to  start  out  the 
jufxi  morning. 


The  three  who  had  come  to  Chicago  to  meet  the  duke 
were  the  only  ones  who  were  to  accompany  him. 

In  order  to  take  along  a  tent  and  cooking  utensils  a 
pack  horse  had  to  be  provided. 

But  AMung  Wild  West  always  had  such  things  on  hand, 
and  they  did  not  have  to  hunt  around  for  a  horse  or  the 
equipments,  either. 

It  was  about  ten  the  next  morning  when  the  party  of  four 
left  Weston. 

Wild  took  his  big  black  Newfoundland  dog.  Lion,  along  to 
act  as  the  retriever  for  the  small  game  they  shot. 

The  dog  was  one  of  the  most  intelligent  beasts  of  its 
kind,  and  had  come  into  Wild’s  possession  some  months  be¬ 
fore  away  out  on  the  prairie  while  he  was  engaged  in 
hunting  down  a  band  of  bad  Indians. 

In  addition  to  being  a  thorough  water  dog.  Lion  could 
run  along  at  a  good  gait  almost  tirelessly. 

Wild  headed  south  for  the  Cheyenne  River,  following  the 
trail  that  ran  in  its  zig-zag  way. 

They  did  not  come  to  a  halt  until  about  two  in  the  after¬ 
noon,  and  then  they  found  a  good  place  to  pitch  their  camp 
and  made  ready  to  cook  the  first  meal  the  duke  would  eat 
outside  of  a  building  in  America. 

On  the  way  they  had  shot  several  partridges  and  one  or 
two  pheasants,  and  Charlie  and  Jim  had  plucked  the  fea¬ 
thers  from  the  birds  as  they  rode  along. 

They  had  allowed  the  duke  to  do  the  most  of  the  shooting, 
and  he  had  proved  himself  an  adept  with  a  shot  gun. 

What  our  three  friends  had  shot  had  been  brought  down 
with  tlieir  rifles,  and  the  Russian  marveled  greatly  at  their 
unerring  aim. 

It  was  a  pleasant  nook  that  they  had  selected  in  which  to 
cook  their  meal. 

A  spring  of  clear,  cold  water  was  right  at  hand  and  there 
was  plenty  of  green  fodder  for  their  horses. 

Jim  and  Charlie  had  agreed  to  act  as  cook  by  taking 
turns  at  it,  but  on  the  start  they  both  got  in  and  got  the 
meal  ready. 

The  birds  were  fat,  and  flne  eating,  as  there  had  been 
several  cold  and  frosty  mornings. 

The  duke  enjoyed  the  meal  thoroughly. 

“This  is  great!”  he  exclaimed  with  no  little  enthusiasm. 
“Tt  is  surely  very  great — ^very  great.” 

“You  are- right.  There  is  nothing  like  outdoor  life,” 
Wild  answered,  “A  couple  of  w’eeks  of  this  and  you 
will  feel  like  a  new  man.  The  bracing  air  of  the  moun¬ 
tains  and  prairies  will  do  more  for  a  person  than  medi¬ 
cine  will,  especially  in  the  fall  of  the  year.” 

“I  believe  that.  I  am  pretty  healthy,  but  I  have  been 
cooped  up  at  St.  Petersburg  all  summer,  and  you  know  how 
much  I  really  enjoy  this.  It  is  great — very  great.” 

About  an  hoar  later  the  cooking  utensils  were  on  the 
pack  horse  again  and  they  were  proceeding  on  their  way. 

That  afternoon  they  shot  more  game. 

As  soon  as  Wild  saw  that  they  wore  accumulating  more 
than  they  could  eat  he  told  Charlie  and  Jim  not  to  hit  any¬ 
thing  when  they  shot,  and  not  to  shoot  very  often. 
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^‘Let  the  duke  have  the  fun,”  he  said.  ‘‘There  is  no  use 
in  slaughtering  tlie  birds  when  we  have  no  need  for  them.” 

They  were  lucky  enough  to  find  a  good  place  to  camp  in 
that  night,  and  as  they  had  a  good  watch  dog  with  them, 
all  hands  turned  in  about  nine  o’clock. 

Nothing  disturbed  them  during  the  night,  but  when  he 
got  up  and  took  a  scout  around  the  camp  in  the  morning, 
Cheyenne  Charlie  found  the  tracks  of  a  bear. 

The  scout  simply  loved  bear  meat,  and  when  he  came 
back  and  asked  the  duke  to  go  with  him  to  find  Bruin,  the 
Russian  was  delighted. 

So  the  two  set  out  armed  with  their  rifles,  knives  and 
revolvers,  and  after  about  ten  minutes  suddenly  came  upon 
the  bear. 

“Go  ahead  an’  shoot  him,  Duke,”  said  Charlie. 

“All  right,”  was  the  reply,  and  up  went  his  rifle. 

Crack ! 

As  the  report  rang  out  the  bear  staggered  back,  and 
then,  with  a  ferocious  growl,  came  lumbering  toward  them. 

“Shoot  ag’in,  aiT  fetch  him  in  ther  eye !”  cried  the  scout, 
noticing  that  the  animal  had  only  been  slightly  wounded 
and  that  it  was  fighting  mad. 

Crack ! 

Again  the  duke’s  rifle  spoke. 

This  time  the  bullet  hit  the  bear  on  the  top  of  the  head 
and  glanced  off. 

Though  it  staggered  the  beast,  it  did  not  fall,  and  then, 
recovering,  dashed  fiercely  at  the  two. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  realized  that  it  was  time  he  took  a 
hand  in  it. 

The  duke  now  began  firing  wildly  at  Bruin,  backing  away 

as  he  did  so. 

/ 

The  scout  leveled  his  rifle  and  sent  a  shot  through  the 
right  eye  of  the  bear. 

That  finished  him. 

“Thank  you !”  exclaimed  the  duke,  warmly.  “I  guess  he 
would  have  eaten  me  up  after  I  had  emptied  my  rifle. 
I  was  what  you  Americans  called  rattled — very  much  so.” 

“^Yell,  it  ain’t  ther  easiest  thing  in  the  world  to  kill  a 
bear,  anyhow,”  responded  Charlie. 


CHAPTER  Vr 

THE  DUKE  HAS  A  NAKKOW  ESCAPE. 

The  duke  assisted  Cheyenne  Charlie  to  skin  the  bear,  and 
then  watched  him  as  he  cut  off  the  hams. 

“Ther  rest  of  ther  carcass  ain't  no  account,”  said  the 
scout;  “not  when  there  is  enough  meat  from  ther  hams  to 
go  around.” 

“Is  American  bear  meat  good?”  queried  his  liighness. 

“Ts  it  good?  Well,  I  reckon  it  can't  be  boat.  Jest  wait 
till  you  put  your  teeth  into  some  of  tliis  at  noontime.  If  you 
don’t  say  it  knocks  anything  you  ever  cat  in  ther  way  of 
bear  I’ll  miss  my  guess.” 


The  two  now  shouldered  the  pelt  and  the  hams  and 
walked  back  to  the  camp,  where  Wild  and  Jim  were  w'aiting. 

Jim  had  started  a  fire,  and  the  coffee  and  baepn  were 
on  and  beginning  to  cook. 

“Well,  Duke,”  observed  Young  Wild  West,  “I  see  you 
were  fortunate  enough  to  kill  some  big  game  this  morn¬ 
ing.” 

“I  was  not  fortunate  enough,  you  should  say,”  was  the 
reply. 

“Why,  didn’t  you  shoot  the  bear?” 

“Yes;  I  shot  him  tw’o  or  three  times,  but  I  did  not  kill 
him.  He  would  surely  have  torn  me  to  pieces  if  Charlie 
had  not  finished  him.” 

“Ther  duke  W'as  in  a  little  hard  luck,  that’s  all,”  spoke 
up  the  scout.  “He  couldn’t  seem  to  land  a  bullet  where 
it  would  do  any  good.  It’s  ther  first  American  bear  he’s 
tackled,  an’  he  ain’t  learned  jest  how  to  plunk  ’em  behind 
ther  left  shoulder  or  in  ther  eye.” 

“Yes;  it  is  my  first  American  bear,”  nodded  the  duke. 
“I  hope  it  will  not  be  my  last  one,  though.  For  the  next 
time  I  want  to  do  better.  However,  I  don’t  care  about 
tackling  one  of  them  alone,  for  all  that.  I  say  I  would  not 
care  to  tackle  one  of  them  alone,  for  they  are  tough  cus¬ 
tomers — very  tough  customers.” 

“Well,  they  are  not  so  very  easy  to  kill,  that’s  a  fact,'’ 
laughed  Wild. 

As  soon  as  breakfast  was  over  they  got  ready  to  resume 
their  journey. 

The  Cheyenne  River  w^as  not  more  than  ten  or  twelve 
miles  off  now,  and  our  hero  proposed  to  stop  at  a  little  town 
on  its  bank  and  buy  a  boat  or  canoe  to  be  used  for  hunting 
the  ducks  while  they  remained  a  few  days  in  camp  in  some 
secluded  place  near  the  stream. 

The  duke  had  no  idea  that  they  were  so  near  civilization, 
and  when  a  group  of  one-story  houses  came  in  sight  about 
three-quarters  of  an  hour  later  he  looked  at  his  companions 
in  amazement. 


“Wlm  lives  there?”  he  asked. 

“A  number  of  men  who  make  their  living  by  hunting  and 
trapping,”  replied  Wild.  “They  have  built  up  quite  a  set¬ 
tlement,  which  is  called  Pelt  Centre.  You  can  buy  all  the 
common  necessaries  of  life  there,  besides  ammunition,  traps 
and  fishing  tackle.” 

“It  seems  to  be  quite  an  out-of-the-way  place  for  a  vil¬ 
lage,  does  it  not  ?” 

“  1  es ;  but  it  is  a  sort  of  center  for  the  hunters  and  trap¬ 
pers  for  miles  around.  That  is  why  it  is  called  Pelt  Centre. 
There  is  not  another  town  within  thirty  miles  of  it.” 

,  Our  friends  soon  rode  into  the  little  village  and  halted 
before  the  supply  store. 


A  few  of  the  residents  of  the  town  were  gathered  about 
and  they  looked  at  the  new  arrivals  curiously. 

I  hey  were  roughly  dressed  men,  and  the  neat  a|^‘>e<iranoe 
of  the  strangers  caused  them  to-  become  interested  in  them. 

^  oung  Wild  West  had  never  Lhui  to  the  settlement  lu'- 
fore,  though  he  had  heard  about  the  kind  of  platv  it  was. 
The  people  were  a  little  clannish,  and  did  not  like  to  siv 
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outsiders  come  to  hunt  and  fish  on  what  they  called  their 
p'ounds. 

"Whar  do  yer  hail  from,  strangers?’’  asked  a  big,  raw- 
boned  fellow^  who  was  leaning  against  a  post  in  a  lazy  fash¬ 
ion. 

‘‘From  Weston/-  answered  Wild. 

“From  Weston,  eh?  What  are  ye  goin’  to  do  around 
here?’’ 

“Take  a  little  recreation  for  a  few  days.” 

“You  are  rigged  out  to  shoot  game,  I  calculate.” 

“Yes;  we  expect  to  do  some  of  that.” 

“Are  yer  goin’  in  ther  business?” 

“No.” 

“Goin’  to  shoot  game  jest  for  ther  fun  of  it,  I  s’pose?” 

“You  seem  to  be  rather  inquisitive,  my  friend,”  said 
Wild,  looking  hard  at  the  fellow. 

“Don’t  yer  go  an’  git  imperdent,  boy!”  exclaimed 
the  man,  flaring  up  instantly.  “If  yer  give  me  any  of  yer 
sass  I’ll  give  yer  a  good  wallopin’,  as  sure  as  my  name  are 
A1  Thompson !” 

“I  don’t  want  to  be  impudent  to  you,  Mr.  Thompson,” 
retorted  the  boy,  as  he  walked  coolly  over  to  the  fellow. 
“You  talk  as  though  you  was  the  boss  of  this  settlement 
and  have  the  right  to  ask  all  sorts  of  questions  of  strangers. 
I  want  to  tell  you  that  myself  and  friends  have  simply 
come  here  to  this  store  to  do  a  little  business.  We  have  got 
the  money  to  pay  for  what  we  bu}^  and  we  are  going  to 
strictly  mind  our  own  business.  As  for  you  giving  me  a 
walloping,  it  does  not  lie  in  you  to  do  it,  as  big  as  you  are.” 

Many  were  the  ejaculations  of  surprise  that  went  up  from 
the  hunters  and  trappers  standing  about. 

A1  Thompson  was  the  bully  of  the  settlement,  and  to 
hear  a  mere  boy  talk  to  him  that  way  almost  took  their 
breath  away. 

The  raw-boned  fellow  looked  at  Young  Wild  West  in 
blank  amazement  for  the  space  of  a  second. 

Then  he  found  his  tongue. 

“Why,  you  young  musk-rat !  What  d’ye  mean  by  talkin’ 
to  me  that  way.  I’ll  wallop  you  now,  as  sure  as  guns !” 

He  made  a  grab  to  catch  Wild  by  the  collar,  but  missed 
by  several  inches. 

Then  a  foot  tripped  him,  and  he  went  to  the  ground  in 
a  heap. 

“Behave  yourself,  my  friend,”  exclaimed  the  boy.  “I  am 
not  going  to  take  any  fooling  from  you.” 

“You’re  goin’  to  git  a  good  lickin’,  that’s  what  yoUr’re 
goin’  to  git!”  shouted  the  man,  angrily.  “My  blood  is  up, 
an’  boy  or  no  boy,  you’ve  got  to  suffer.” 

Then  he  made  such  a  furious  dash  that,  to  save  himself. 
Wild  struck  him  a  heavy  blow  between  the  eyes. 

The  enraged  man  staggered  back  a  couple  of  steps,  and 
then  striking  the  stoop  of  the  building,  sat  down  very 
gudd  filly. 

The  look-  of  surprise  on  the  faces  of  those  standing  about 
Trere  now  gradually  turning  to  grins. 

Tbfw  realized  that  the  bully  had  struck  a  snag. 

Of  the  blow  did  not  tend  to  calm  him  any. 

With  a  bellow  like  that  of  a  maddened  bull,  he  got  upon 


his  feet  and  ran  at  Wild,  swinging  his  huge  fists  like  a  couple 
of  sledge-hammers  as  he  did  so. 

But  when  he  was  trying  to  hit  agile  Young  Wild  West 
he  was  simply  wasting  a  whole  lot  of  energy. 

His  fists  simply  fanned  the  empty  air. 

Our  hero  knew  that  nothing  short  of  a  thrashing  would 
satisfy  the  man,  so  he  started  in  to  give  it  to  him. 

He  gave  him  a  stiff  punch  in  the  ribs  with  his  left,  and 
then,  as  the  ungainly  bully’s  body  swung  around,  he  gave 
him  a  right  swing  on  the  jaw. 

That  settled  the  business. 

The  bully  dropped  like  a  log,  and  remained  in  a  state 
of  semi-consciousness  for  nearly  a  minute. 

A  couple  of  his  friends  picked  him  up  and  sat  him  on  the 
stoop. 

I 

“,What  hit  me?”  he  gasped,  looking  wildly  around  him. 

“A  boy  did  it,  Al,”  spoke  up  the  store-keeper.  “He  did  it 
fair  an’  square,  too,  an’  I  want  to  tell  you  that  you  deserved 
just  what  you  got.  The  next  time  you  will  know  better. 
I  never  saw  the  young  fellow  before,  but  I’m  quite  sure  I 
know  who  he  is.” 

“Well,  who  is  he,  then?”  queried  the  whipped  bully,  not 
making  the  least  move  to  get  up. 

“Young  Wild  West.” 

“Ther  dickens  you  say!  Is  that  so,  young  feller?” 

“Yes,  I  am  Young  Wild  West,”  replied  the  Prince  of  the 
Saddle.  “Now,  if  it  is  satisfactory  to  you  all,  I  will  proceed 
to  do  the  business  I  came  here  to  do.” 

“Come  right  inside,  Mr.  West!”  exclaimed  the  store¬ 
keeper.  '  “I  thought  it  was  you  when  you  dismounted.  You 
and  your  friends  are  welcome  at  my  store.” 

The  duke  was  delighted  with  what  he  had  seen. 

To  see  the  boy  he  regarded  as  a  hero  throw  the  blows 
into  a  big  man  and  make  him  quit  caused  him  to  think 
that  he  was  well  protected  when  under  the  care  of  Young 
Wild  West. 

All  four  went  into  the  store,  leaving  their  horses  tied  out¬ 
side. 

“What  can  I  do  for  3^ou?”  exclaimed  the  storekeeper, 
politely. 

“We  want  to  buy  a  boat,  and  I  thought  you  might  be 
able  to  fix  us  out.  How  about  it  ?”  said  Wild. 

“A  boat,  eh?  Well,  I  guess  I  can  accommodate  you, 
though  I  don’t  care  to  sell  any  of  my  boats,  either.  How 
about  renting  you  one?” 

“Well  that  will  do.  Just  show  us  what  you  can  let  us 
have.  We  are  going  to  camp  down  the  river  a  few  miles 
from  here,  and  remain  there  about  a  week.  This  gentleman 
is  the  Duke  of  Strangoff,  of  Russia,  who  has  placed  himself 
in  my  care  on  a  hunting  trip.  He  came  all  the  way  from 
Russia  to  see  the  mountains  and  plains  of  the  wild  West.” 

“Is  that  so?”  and  the  storekeeper  bowed  low  to  the  duke. 
“I  thought  the  gentleman  had  a  distinguished  look  about 
him  when  I  first  set  eyes  on  him.  Now,  just  stop  outside 
and  I  will  show  you  the  boat  I  will  rent  you,” 

He  led  the  way  to  the  back  door,  and  our  friends  followed 
him  outside. 
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The  river  bank  was  but  a  few  yards  distant,  and  tied  to 
posts  driven  in  the  ground  were  three  or  four  boats. 

There  was  one  ablc-looking,  round-bottomed  boat  among 
them,  and  tliis  at  once  hit  the  fancy  of  the  duke. 

“How  about  that  one?”  he  asked,  pointing  it  out. 

“That  is  tile  very  one  1  was  going  to  offer  you,”  an¬ 
swered  the  storekeeper. 

“It  seems  to  be  all  right,”  said  Wild.  “How  much  do 
you  want  for  it  for  a  week  ?” 

“You  give  me  a  hundred  dollars,  and  when  you  bring  the 
boat  back  I  will  return  three-quarters  of  the  money.” 

“And  if  we  don’t  bring  the  boat  back?” 

“Then  I  keep  the  whole  hundred.” 

“I  see.  Well,  I  agree  to’  those  terms.  I  suppose  you 
guarantee  the  boat  to  be  in  first-class  order?” 

“Oh,  yes;  you  can  see  that  she’s  nearly  new.” 

“Well,  here’s  your  money.  Just  give  me  a  receipt  for  it, 
so  the  deal  will  be  made  in  a  business-like  way.” 

The  storekeeper  immediately  wrote  out  a  receipt  and 
handed  it  over. 

Our  hero  knew  it  was  an  exorbitant  price  he  was  paying 
for  the  boat,  but  he  did  not  care. 

The  duke  had  lots  of  gold,  and  it  was  his  money  that  was 
paying  for  everything. 

While  they  were  inspecting  the  boat  they  suddenly  heard 
the  Newfoundland  dog  barking  furiously. 

The  dog  had  remained  out  with  the  horses,  a  thing  he 
always  did  when  his  master  went  away  without  calling  him 
to  go  along. 

“Something  is  wrong  out  there,”  cried  Wild,  running 
around  the  building. 

When  he  got  in  front  of  the  store  he  was  just  in  time  to 
see  the  Newfoundland  dog  spring  upon  A1  Thompson,  the 
bully,  and  bury  his  teeth  in  his  leg. 

The  man  let  out  a  yell  of  pain  and  then  drew  his  revolver. 

“Take  him  off,  or  I’ll  shoot  the  critter!”  he  exclaimed. 

“Let  go.  Lion !”  commanded  Young  Wild  West.  “What 
is  the  trouble  here,  anyway  ?” 

The  boy’s  eyes  flashed  dangerously,  and  his  hand  was  on 
the  butt  of  liis  revolver. 

“A1  undertook  to  untie  your  boss,  an’  ther  dog  wouldn’t 
have  it,”  answered  one  of  the  hunters, 

“Ah!”  and  our  hero  turned  to  the  bully;  “so  you  wanted 
to  turn  my  horse  loose  to  get  square  with  me  for  the  wallop¬ 
ing  I  gave  you.  Is  that  it?” 

Thompson  made  no  answer. 

“You  are  a  pretty  mean  sort  of  fellow,”  went  on  Wild. 
“I  wouldn't  trust  you  a  great  distance,  do  you  know  that?” 

“I  didn’t  mean  anything  by  it,”  came  the  reply  in  a 
wheedling  tone. 

“Well,  it  is  a  good  thing  that  I  got  around  here  just  as 
I  did,  for  if  you  had  shot  my  dog  I  would  surely  have  shot 
you !  T  think  a  great  deal  more  of  that  dog  than  you  think 
of  a  human  being,  outside  of  yourself,  I’ll  bet !” 

“Lot  it  drop,  Young  Wild  West;  won't  yer?”  said  the 
bully,  pleadingly. 

“Yes;  I  will  let  it  drop  until  you  attempt  to  show  your 


hand  again;  then  it  will  probably  be  you  who  will  drop. 
Please  remember  what  I  say.” 

It  was  evident  that  all  those  present  had  heard  of  Young 
Wild  West  and  his  way  of  doing  things,  for  not  one  of  them 
offered  to  take  the  part  of  the  man. 

One  thing  our  friends  were  satisfied  of,  and  that  was  that 
A1  Thompson  meant  to  get  square  with  our  hero,  if  there 
was  any  possible  way  of  doing  it. 

“He  will  let  it  drop  if  he  knows  when  he  is  well  off,”  Wild 
told  them. 

When  they  had  made  a  few  more  purchases  and  placed  the 
articles  in  the  boat  Wild  told  Jim  he  would  be  as  good  as 
any  of  them  to  take  the  boat  down  the  river,  and  Dart 
seemed  to  be  pleased  to  do  it. 

“I’ll  lead  your  horse  along,”  gaid  Charlie. 

A  few  minutes  later  Jim  was  paddling  down  the  stream 
with  the  dog  sitting  in  the  stern,  while  his  companions  rode 
slowly  along  the  bank. 

“We  will  find  a  good  place  to  make  our  headquarters  be¬ 
fore  dark,”  said  Wild.  “We  want  to  get  to  a  place  where 
the  river  broadens  out  into  a  regular  lake.  That  is  the 
sort  of  place  we  will  be  likely  to  find  the  ducks  plentiful.” 

“You  know  all  about  it,”  nodded  the  duke.  “You  know 
all  about  everything,  it  seems.” 

“Oh,  no,”  was  the  laughing  rejoinder.  “Don’t  give  me 
the  credit  of  knowing  everything.  I  have  got  lots  to  learn 
yet — in  fact,  I  learn  something  new  almost  everj’  day.” 

It  was  a  little  after  the  hour  of  noon  when  they  stopped 
in  a  shady  place  and  got  their  dinner  ready. 

Charlie  cooked  the  bear  steaks  to  a  turn,  and  when  they 
sat  down  to  the  meal  the  duke  declared  the  meat  was  the 
best  he  had  ever  eaten  from  a  bear. 

After  fhe  meal  they  did  not  tarry  long  there,  but  pro¬ 
ceeded  on  down  the  river. 

It  was  about  four  in  the  afternoon  that  they  struck  just 
the  place  they  had  been  looking  for. 

It  was  rather  a  wild-looking  spot,  too,  and  there  was  no 
signs^.  of  civilization  anywhere  around  it. 

The  river  broadened  into  what  might  be  called  a  lake 
a  mile  in  width  here,  and  there  were  several  little  islands 
in  it. 

The  mountains  in  the  distance  reared  themselves,  and 
the  whole  section  was  dotted  with  foothills. 

It  was  an  admirable  place  to  hunt,  for  the  woods  ran 
right  to  the  shore  of  the  lake. 

The  camping  place  being  selected,  the  tent  was  put  up 
at  once. 

“I  have  an  idea  that  I  could  live  here  for  a  month." 
said  the  duke,  as  he  looked  around.  “Tliis  is  certainlv 
a  wild  and  picturesque  spot.” 

“Yes;  this  will  do  for  a  while,  I  think,"  answered  Wild. 
“We  will  find  plenty  of  game  around  here.  To-morrow 
morning  we  want  to  be  up  at  daylight  and  gi't  at  the  ducks." 

“Do  you  think  there  will  be  any  around?" 

“Yes:  there  will  be  some  here  to-night  to  fcwL  but  I 
think  we  had  better  wait  till  morning  to  start  in  on  them." 

“Just  as  you  say." 

“If  we're  coin'  to  stav  here  for  a  frw  d.ivc 
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well  get  things  in  ship-shape  order/’  Cheyenne  Charlie  ob- 
s^erved.  “Well  fix  np  a  kinder  stable  for  ther  horses  over 
here." 

Jim  started  in  to  help  him,  and  it  was  soon  done. 

When  this  was  done  Jim  started  a  tire,  and  began  over¬ 
hauling  the  provisions  he  had  taken  from  the  pack-horse. 

He  hung  the  coffee-pot  over  the  tire,  and  when  he  had 
sorted  out  the  provisions  he  stored  them  in  a  safe  place, 
.and  then  brought  the  things  they  had  in  the  boat  ashore, 
leaving  the  craft  moored  to  the  bank. 

reckon  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  take  a  look  around 
an'  see  what  sort  of  a  place  we  have  struck,  anyway,’^  ob¬ 
served  Charlie,  picking  up  his  rifle.  ^Ht  might  be  that 
there’s  a  bear  around.’’ 

The  duke  looked  up  and  laughed. 

‘"T  guess  I  won’t  go  with  you,  Charlie,”  he  answered. 
“I  am  going  to  look  over  my  firearms  and  get  them  ready 
for  to-morrow.” 

“I  guess  I  will  go  over  yonder  to  that  dead  tree  and  lay 
in  a  supply  of  wood,”  spoke  up  Jim,  as  he  set  out  in  the 
direction  he  indicated. 

The  scout  walked  off  and  Wild  followed  him,  leaving  the 
duke  alone  in  the  camp. 

They  had  not  walked  over  a  dozen  yards  when  they 
heard  an  angry  growl  close  by. 

“A  catamount!”  whispered  Charlie.  “Lay  low  an’  we’ll 
git  a  shot  at  him.” 

Again  the  growl  sounded. 

Wild  gave  a  start. 

The  beast  was  making  straight  for  the  camp,  as  the 
growl  indicated. 

He  tried  to  get  a  glimpse  of  it  through  the  bushes,  but 
failed  to  do  so. 

‘‘There  goes  ther  catamount!”  Charlie  whispered  an  in¬ 
stant  later.  “He’s  sneakin’  along  over  there  as  though 
he’s  goin’  to  jump  at  ther  duke!” 

Then  Wild  caught  a  fleeting  glimpse  of  the  beast. 

It  was  a  fine  specimen  of  a  mountain  lion,  and  it  was 
surely  making  for  the  duke. 

There  was  a  rock  not  far  distant,  and  Wild  flxed  his  gaze 
upon  it,  feeling  sure  that  if  the  beast  made  a  spring  at  the 
Eussian  it  would  be  from  that  point. 

Both  he  and  Charlie  were  doing  their  best  to  get  a  shot 
at  it,  but  the  thick  foliage  would  not  let  tljem. 

But  Wild  figured  that  they  would  have  plenty  of  time  to 
drop  the  animal  when  it  showed  up  a  little  nearer  to  the 
camp. 

He  meant  to  shoot  it  before  the  duke  knew  of  his  dan- 
ger. 

«  Half  a  minute  passed. 

Wild  and  Charlie  thought  the  beast  might  have  gone, 
when  they  heard  it  growl  again. 

The  duke  was  seated  near  the  tent  cleaning  his  rifle. 

He  was  not  aware  of  the  danger  that  threatened  him. 

With^'mt  the  least  warning  the  mountain  lion  leaped 
from  the  roek  toward  him. 

Young  Wild  West  leveled  his  rifle  at  the  beast. 

Cra/';|; ! 


As  the  report  sounded  the  duke  jumped  to  his  feet  in 
alarm,  and  the  mountain  lion  fell  dead  almost  at  his  feet. 

He  looked  at  the  twitching  carcass  in  amazement,  and  it 
was  not  until  he  heard  the  footfalls  of  Wild  and  Charlie 
that  he  turned  his  head. 

“You  had  what  I  call  a  narrer  escape,  Duke!”  exclaimed 
the  scout.  “Wild  drew  bead  on  that  feller  jest  in  ther  nick 
of  time,  I  kin  tell  yer !  I  couldn’t  git  a  chance  at  him,  at 
all,  though  I  was  tryin’  hard  to.” 

“Thank  you.  Wild!”  the  nobleman  cried,  earnestly,  as 
he  stepped  toward  the  boy  with  outstretched  hands.  “I 
know  what  was  about  to  happen;  when  you  fired  the  beast 
was  about  to  leap  upon  me.” 

“Well,  it  was,  sure  enough,  and  I  am  only  too  glad  that 
I  fired  in  time.  As  it  was,  I  had  to  shoot  him'  while  he 
was  in  the  air.” 

“Eemarkable!  Eemarkable!”  and  he  shook  our  hero’s 
hand  heartily  as  Jim  Dart  came  running  up  to  see  what 
the  shot  had  been  fired  for. 

Jim  was  surprised  when  he  saw  the  carcass  of  the  dan¬ 
gerous  beast. 

“Who  shot  it?”  he  asked. 

“Wild,”  answered-  Charlie. 

“Just  as  it  was  going  to  land  on  me,”  added  the  duke. 

“A  luckv  shot,  then.” 

“Yes;  it  was  a  lucky  shot — a  very  lucky  shot.  What  is 
it,  anyway?” 

“It  is  an  American  lion,”  answered  Young  Wild  West. 
“A  fine  specimen  he  is,  too.  *  Duke,  you  shall  have  that 
pelt  to  take  home  with  you,  and  every  time  you  think  of 
your  hunting  trip  in  the  Wild  West  you  can  go  and  look 
at  the  skin  and  think  how  near  you  came  to  feeling  the 
lion’s  teeth  and  claws.” 

“Thank  you  !  I  will  treasure  it  highly,  I  assure  you.  I 
will  treasure  it  very  highly.” 

The  bullet  from  AVild’s  rifle  had  pierced  the  heart  of 
the  ferocious  beast,  killing  it  instantly. 

Charlie  at  once  started  in  to  skin  it. 

He  was  an  adept  at  doing  such  things,  and  it  was  not 
long  before  he  was  salting  the  pelt  and  rubbing  pulverized 
alum  on  it. 

“I  did  say  I  would  take  no  pelts  back  with  me  unless  I 
had  slain  the  beasts  they  came  from,”  observed  the  duke. 
“But  this  case  makes  me  change  in  that  respect.  Young 
AVild  AYest,  you  surely  saved  my  life,  and  I  feel  thankful — 
very  thankful  to  you  for  it !” 

“Don’t  mention  it,  Duke.  That  is  what  I  am  here  for.” 


CHAPTER  VI. 

PERRY  peters’  FOUL  SCHEME. 

Perry  Peters  and  his  two  colleagues,  Denny  and  Mugs, 
had  arrived  in  AYcston  more  than  two  thousand  dollars 
richer  than  they  were  when  they  left  Chicago. 

The  rascally  pickpocket  had  been  in  great  luck  on  the 
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trains  and  in  the  places  they  stopped  at,  and  the  two  herd¬ 
ers  had  been  of  great  assistance  to  him. 

The  desire  to  get  the  diamonds  worn  by  the  Russian 
duke  had  become  a  sort  of  mania  with  Peters,  and  though 
he  was  very  much  afraid  of  Young  Wild  West,  he  was  re¬ 
solved  to  follow  him  till  he  got  them. 

He  considered  that  he  had  played  a  great  card  when  he 
foisted  off  his  brother  as  being  the  one  the  duke  had  met 
in  New  York,  and  he  now  figured  that  he  was  bound  to  get 
the  diamonds. 

It  did  not  take  the  villains  many  hours  to  learn  all 
about  how  Young  Wild  West  was  going  to  take  the  Rus¬ 
sian  duke  on  a  hunting  trip,  and  Peters  resolved  to  follow 
them,  and  when  the  opportune  moment  arrived,  rob  the 
’nobleman  of  his  diamonds  and  money. 

They  were  keeping  watch,  and  when  our  friends  left  the 
town  the  villains  were  not  long  in  following  them. 

Tanks  Hansen,  who  was  really  an  old  friend  of  the  two 
herders,  provided  Peters  with  a  horse,  as  well  as  the  other 
two,  charging  them  no  more  than  the  animals  were  worth. 

The  pickpocket  had  never' ridden  a  horse  before,  and  he 
was  rather  reluctant  to  try  it  now;  but  a  little  urging  got 
him  to  make  the  attempt,  and  when  he  found  that  he 
could  make  out  all  right,  he  was  more  than  pleased. 

“We  want  to  take  our  time  about  this  business,”  he  said, 
as  they  halted  at  the  spot  where  Young  Wild  West  had 
stopped  for  dinner.  “There  is  plenty  of  time  to  do  the 
business,  and,  besides,  I  rather  like  this  business.  It  will 
do  me  good  to  spend  a  few  days  out  in  the  open  air.  I  will 
have  to  depend  on  you  fellows  to  do  any  shooting  that  has 
to  be  done,  though,  for  that  is  something  I  know  nothing 
about,  having  never  shot  a  gun  off  in  my  life.” 

“You  kin  practice  a  little  on  ther  trip,  then,”  answ'ered 
Mugs.  “Every  man  oughter  know  how  to  handle  a  gun.” 

“And  every  man  ought  to  know'’  how  to  swim,  too,  but 
they  donT,”  was  the  retort. 

As  our  friends  were  not  trying  to  hide  their  trail,,  the 
herders  had  not  the  least  difficulty  in  finding  it  and  keep¬ 
ing  a  safe  distance  behind  them. 

They  rode  into  the  settlement  of  Pelt  Centre  about  an 
hour  after  Wild  and  his  companions  had  left  the  places 
and  stopped  at  the  little  saloon  w^here  whiskey  was  sold. 

Being  anxious  to  know  if  the  four  they  w^re  following 
had  stopped  there,  Peters,  in  an  off-handed  way,  asked  if 
there  had  been  any  strangers  there  that  day. 

“I  reckon  there  has,”  spoke  up  a  man  wiio  was  loung¬ 
ing  against  the  bar.  “Young  Wild  West,  from  Weston, 
w'as  here,  and  he  give  ther  bully  of  ther  town  a  good  wal¬ 
lopin’.” 

“Who  is  Young  Wild  West?”  Peters  asked,  and  then  he 
learned  all  about  what  had  happened. 

While  he  was  listening  to  the  story  who  should  come  in 
but  A1  Thompson,  the  bully,  himself. 

Ho  overheard  his  name  mentioned,  and  turning  to  the 
native,  who  w’.is  talking  about  him,  he  exclaimed: 

“You’d  better  shut  up  about  that.  Afore  marjy  hours 
you’ll  have  another  story  lo  tell,  for  Pm  goin'  to  follow^ 
up  thi«  young  feller  they  call  Yountr  Wild  W(‘st..  an’  iriU 


square  with  him.  I’ll  git  square  with  him  if  I  have  to 
start  a  muss  with  him  and  shoot  him !” 

I’eters  was  very  much  pleased  when  he  heard  the  man 
say  this,  and  so  were  the  two  cattle  herders. 

They  owed  a  grudge  to  the  handsome  young  fellow,  any¬ 
way,  and  they  would  not  be  any  too  good  to  shoot  him  them¬ 
selves,  if  .they  got  a  chance. 

But  they  had  seen  enough  of  him  to  convince  them  that 
they  had  not  better  try  anything  like  that  while  they  were 
facing  him. 

Mugs  asked  the  men  in  the  place  to  have  a  drink  with 
him,  and  they  pushed  their  way  to  the  bar  with  surprising 
quickness. 

In  less  than  five  minutes  Mugs  was  on  intimate  terms 
with  Thompson,  the  bully. 

After  a  couple  of  more  drinks  had  been  served  at  the 
expense  of  the  trio,  Thompson  w^ent  outside  with  Mugs. 

The  two  had  quite  a  long  talk,  and  when  they  came  in 
again  it  was  arranged  that  the  big  bully  should  accompany 
them  in  their  quest  for  the  duke’s  diamonds  and  their  re¬ 
venge  on  Y"oung  Wild  West. 

Twenty  dollars  in  gold  was  sufficient  to  buy  the  bully, 
and  he  was  now  ready  to  do  anything. 

The  rascal  had  a  horse,  and  half  an  hour  later  he  had  ^ 
mounted  and  started  out  ahead  of  the  three. 

But  once  outside  of  the  settlement  he  waited  for  them  to  J 
come  up. 

“This  is  jest  ther  kind  of  business  I  like,”  he  observed, 
when  they  were  all  riding  along  together.  “You  fellers  : 
are  made  out  of  ther  same  kind  of  stuff  as  I  am.  I  don’t 
believe  in  a  man  workin’  for  a  livin’,  an’  I  never  did.  Let  % 
some  one  else  vmrk  for  yer,  I  say.”  } 

“You  have  got  a  very  good  head  on  you,  ]\Ir.  Thomp-  | 
son,”  said  Peters,  flatteringly.  “I  suppose  you  have  been  { 
living  from  what  your  neighbors  caught  in  their  traps?”  I 

“That’s  right!  You’ve  hit  ther  nail  square  on  ther  v 
head.  I’ve  skinned  many  a  dollar  from  ’em  in  that  way,  | 
but  I  wouldn’t  want  ’em  to  know  it.”  r 

“Have  no  fear  of  us  telling  them:  We  are  after  money, 
ourselves.  That  fellow  they  call  Y'oung  Wild  West  has  got 
plenty  of  it  with  him,  and  so  have  the  others  who  are  with 
him.  It  will  be  a  nice  haul,  and  I  guess  we  can  manage 
to  get  hold  of  it  without  killing,  or  hurting  them  much.”  ♦ 

“What’s  ther  odds  if  they  are  killed?  Who  would  know  J 
about  it?  That  Young  Wild  West  would  be  better  off  - 
dead,  anyway,  I  reckon.” 

“Right  yer  are!”  exclaimed  Mugs. 

“I’ll  drop  him,  if  I  git  a  good  shot  at  him,  jest  to  git 
square  for  what  lie  done  to  me  in  Chicago.”  spoke  up  * 
^  j  a 0  f  a  very  vengeful  disposition. 

“Say!”  exclaimed  Thompson,  after  they  had  been  riding 
along  for  about  half  an  hour.  “I  kin  put  you  in  ther  4 
way  of  gittiiP  hold  of  quite  a  little  boodle,  if  you  say  ther  ) 
w'ord.”  ™ 

“Go  ahead  and  do  so.  then,  by  all  means,”  said  Peters.  I 
1)ecoming  very  mueh  intorestai.  1 

“it  will  be  quite  a  risk  to  run.  though.”  M 

“How  nuirb  of  n  rUk?"  .nclnvl  Xfiifr.a  U 
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“Well,  I'll  tell  ver  all  about  it.  There’s  a  feller  what's 
goin'  to  start  for  Harney’s  Peak  this  afternoon.  He’s  go- 
in'  to  ride  over  in  a  wagon,  with  his  wife  an’  darter,  an’ 
I  happen  to  know  that  he's  got  inore'n  a  thousand  dollars 
saved  up  to  buy  tools  an’  sich  to  start  him  in  ther  gold 
diggin’  business.  His  darter  are  one  of  ther  finest-lookin’ 
gals  you  ever  sot  eyes  on,  too.” 

“We  wouldn’t  be  takin’  so  much  of  a  risk  to  clean  him 
out,”  observed  Denny. 

“Yes;  we  would.  He’d  go  back  to  ther  settlement  an’ 
git  a  gang  after  us  in  no  time.” 

“S’pose  we  didn’t  let  him  go  back?”  and  Mugs  rolled 
his  eyes  as  he  spoke. 

“Well,  ther  wife  an’  darter  most  likely  would,  then.” 

“You  can’t  tell  about  the  daughter,”  said  Peters.  “If 
she  is  as  good-looking  as  you  say  she  might  fall  in  love 
with  me.  I’d  just  like  to  strike  a  pretty  Western  wife  to 
take  back  to  New  York  with  me  when  I  go.” 

Peters  was  so  much  interested  in  what  the  bullv  had 
said  that  he  called  a  halt  at  the  first  little  grove  thev  came 
to,  and  then  they  had  a  good  talk  on  the  subject. 

“There  is  only  one  thing  I  don’t  like  about  it,”  he  said, 
“and  that  is  the  killing  part  of  it.  But  if  we  are  going  to 
do  it  I  suppose  that  the  man  will  have  to  go  under,  as  you 
fellows  out  here  say.  I’ll  tell  you  what  I’ll  do !  I  will 
ride  to  meet  the  wagon  alone,  and  if  the  girl  is  to  my  liking 
I  will  start  in  to  make  love  to  her  right  away.  Then  while 
"we  are  riding  along  in  a  very  friendly  way  you  fellows  can 
swoop  down  on  us  and  make  it  so  there  will  only  be  two 
prisoners  taken,  which  must  be  myself  and  the  girl.  If 
I  shouldn’t  take  a  notion  to  the  girl  I  will  ride  back  after 
I’ve  had  a  short  talk  with  them,  and  then  you  can  do  as 
you  like  about  robbing  the  wagon.” 

After  quite  a  little  talk  they  decided  to  do  as  the  pick¬ 
pocket  suggested. 

They^  had  just  arrived  at  a  definite  plan  of  action  when 
Thompson  pointed  his  finger  to  the  east,  and  exclaimed: 

“There  comes  ther  outfit  now.  I’ll  bet  a  plug  of  ter- 
][>acker !” 

Sure  enough,  a  big,  covered  wagon,  drawn  by  two  horses, 
was  slowly  winding  its  way  along  the  road  that  led  through 
the  foothills. 

“I’ll  go  on  and  meet  them.  You  wait  about  ten  min¬ 
utes,  and  if  you  don’t  see  me  coming  back  in  that  time  you 
w'ill  know  that  it  is  all  right,  and  you  can  ride  over  and 
do  the  job.” 

i“All  right,”  the  poor  fools  answered. 

They  were  too  ignorant  to  realize  that  in  case  they  were 
caught  afterward  that,  in  spite  of  anything  they  might  say, 
Perrv'  Peters  would  be  regarded  as  more  of  a  hero  than 
anything  else,  and  they  would  suffer  for  the  crime  he  had 
planned. 

!  If  they  had  .stopped  to  think  they  could  have  easily  fig- 
I  ured  it  out  that  way. 

\  But  that  was  not  exactly  the  way  it  was  going  to  turn 
•:  out,  either,  as  will  be  seen  later  on. 

'  Pern'  Peter-,  at  once  set  out  to  ride  leisurely  to  meet  the 
i  wagoiL 


It  was  not  much  more  than  a  mile  off  when  he  started 
and  he  soon  same  up  to  it. 

“Good  afternoon,  my  friend!”  he  called  out  to  the  man 
who  was  driving.  “Can  you  tell  me  whether  this  is  the 
road  that  will  take  me  to  Deadwood  or  not?” 

“I  reckon  this  would  be  about  ther  nearest  way  for  you 
to  go,”  retorted  the  driver.  “I’m  goin’  that  way  myself 
for  a  ways.  I’ve  got  a  good  sixty-mile  drive,  an’  I  thought 
I’d  strike  out  this  afternoon,  so  I  could  rest  over  night  in 
camp,  an’  then  git  whar  I’m  bound  fur  about  noon  to- 
morrer.” 

Peters  put  on  his  most  pleasant  manners  when  he  saw 
the  heads  of  two  females  pop  out  of  the  front  of  the  wagon. 

He  bowed  low  and  introduced  himself,  giving  his  right 
name,  and  stating  that  he  was  on  his  way  to  Deadwood  to 
seek  his  fortune. 

He  found  that  the  people  were  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  De 
Pew,  and  that  the  daughter,  who  was  a  girl  of  perhaps 
twenty,  w^as  named  Delia. 

She  was  a  very  pretty  girl,  and  the  pickpocket  was  at 
once  smitten  by  her  charms. 

After  they  had  talked  a  few'’  minutes  De  Pew  invited 
Peters  to  accompany  them  as  far  as  the  place  where  he 
was  to  turn  off. 

Of  course  the  villain  accepted  the  invitation,  and  soon 
he  was  riding  beside  the  w'agon  conversing  with  all  hands 
as  pleasantly  as  though  he  had  been  an  old  friend  they  had 
just  met.  '  ri 

They  had  not  been  riding  along  more  than  ten  minutes 
when  suddenly  they  saw  three  men  riding  toward  them. 

'  They  w^ere  coming  at  a  swift  pace,  but  as  De  Pew  had 
no  idea  that  he  was  going  to  be  held  up  he  did  not  wonder 
much  at  this.  ® 

But  when  they  burst  through  a  clump  of  trees  a  minute 
later,  and  he  saw  that  they  wore  masks  over  their  faces, 
the  man  became  alarmed. 

“Halt!  Stand  an’  deliver!”  rang  out  a  voice,  which 
Peters  easily  recognized  as  belonging  to  Mugs. 

De  Pew  was  anything  but  a  coward,  and  he  at  once  be¬ 
gan  firing  at  the  villains  wdth  a  heavy  revolvers 

He  had  fired  three  shots  when  a  rifle  in  the  hands  of  one 
of  the  scoundrels  cracked,  and  he  dropped  from  the  w'agon, 
dead ! 

The  horses  at  once  started  to  run  away,  but  they  were 
caught  very  quickly. 

Then  wdiile  Peters  made  a  pretext  of  fighting  for  his 
life,  he  was  seized  and  bound. 

When  the  three  villains  turned  their  attention  to  the  in¬ 
side  of  the  wagon,  both  mother  and  daughter  were  lying 
motionless  in  the  bottom. 

A  quick  examination  showed  that  the  girl  was  simply  un¬ 
conscious,  but  the  mother  was  dead ! 

As  there  were  no  marks  upon  her  body  she  must  have 
died  of  heart  disease  from  the  fright  of  seeing  her  husband 
shot. 

The  foul  scheme  of  the  four  villains  had  worked  to  per¬ 
fection. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  VILLAINS  ARE  CAUGHT. 

^‘The  woman  is  dead,  as  well  as  the  man/’  said  Perry 
Peters,  shrugging  his  shoulders.  “Put  his  body  in  the 
wagon,  and  then  put  me  in  and  drive  on.  When  the  girl 
com§s  to  you  can  offer  to  untie  me,  providing  I  agree  to 
join  your  crowd.  I  will  tell  her  that  it  will  be  best  for  me 
to  make  out  that  I  am  going  to  join  you,  so  we  may  have 
a  chance  to  escape.  Then  we  will  follow  the  trail  of  Young 
Wild  West  with  the  wagon  and  attend  to  them  later  on.” 

“That’s  ther  idea!”  exclaimed  Thompson.  “We’ll  bury 
De  Pew  an’  his  wife  in  ther  woods  somewhere.” 

Peters  was  assisted  in  the  wagon,  and  then  the  body  of 
the  slain  man  was  tumbled  in  an'd  a  cloth  thrown  over  it  and 
that  of  the  dead  womaL 

Some  water  was  dashed  in  the  face  of  the  unconscious 
girl,  and  she  soon  came  to. 

Her  grief  was  terrible  when  she  learned  that  both  her 
parents  were  dead. 

Before  starting  Mugs  got  in  the  wagon  and  made  a  search 
of  its  contents. 

On  the  body  of  De  Pew  he  found  the  money  Thompson 
had  spoken  of,  and  it  was  at  once  divided  among  the  three. 

As  Mugs  took  the  reins  and  started  the  team  for  the 
timber,  Peters  began  to  comfort  the  grief-stricken  girl. 

After  a  while  she  became  a  little  calm,  and  then  it  was 
that  the  three  villains  held  a  short ,  conversation  in  low 
tones,  and  Mugs  turned  to  him,  and  said: 

“See  here,  stranger,  we’ve  come  to  ther  conclusion  that 
you  have  either  got  to  die  or  join  our  crowd.  Which  do 
you  want  to  do  ?” 

The  scheming  New  Yorker  made  no  answer,  but  turned  to 
the  girl  with  an  appealing  look. 

After  a  pause  of  a  moment  he  leaned  over,  and  said  to 
her  in  a  whisper: 

“What  shall  I  do.  Miss  De  Pew?” 

“We’ll  give  you  jest  ten  minutes  to  make  up  your  mind !” 
called  out  Mugs,  as  he  cracked  the  whip  and  sent  the  horses 
ahead  at  a  faster  gait. 

Then  Peters  put  on  an  earnest  and  terrified  manner, 
and  told  the  girl  that  it  would  be  best  for  him  to  join  the 
villainous  gang,  so  he  would  have  a  chance  to  save  her  and 
himself  as  well. 

She,  of  course,  coincided  with  him  on  this. 

So  when  Mugs  turned  to  get  his  answer  when  the  ten 
minutes  was  up  he  told  him  that  he  would  be  glad  to  join 
them  to  save  his  life. 

“All  right!”  was  the  reply.  “But  before  we  cut  you 
loose  you’ve  got  to  swear  that  you’ll  never  go  back  on  us, 
but  stick  to  us,  no  matter  what  happens.” 

“Ill  do  that,”  and  the  pickpocket  seemed  to  be  awful 
glad  of  the  chance. 

Mugs  then  reached  over  and  severed  his  bonds. 

“  i  liank  you!”  he  cried.  “Now,  I  liope  you  will  give 
iiiese  bodies  a  decent  burial.” 


“Yes;  we’ll  bury  ’em  in  ther  woods  over  here.  You  kin 
boss  ther  job,  if  you  wanter.” 

Half  an  hour  later  the  bodies  of  the  couple  were  buried, 
and  then  the  hypocritical  Peters  lifted  the  swooning  girl 
in  the  wagon,  after  first  marking  the  spot. 

When  they  went  into  camp  that  night  Peters  began  to 
think  over  all  that  had  happened  that  day. 

He  felt  pretty  certain  that  he  could  get  the  girl  to. go 
almost  anywhere  with  him,  and  he  decided  that  the  quick¬ 
er  he  went  off  with  her  and  cut  the  company  of  the  vil¬ 
lains,  the  better  it  would  be  for  him. 

But  the  mania  he  had  for  the  diamonds  of  the  Russian 
duke  was  still  upon  him.,  and  he  felt  that  he  must  have 
them  before  he  left  that  part  of  the  country. 

So  he  kept  his  own  counsel  and  played  his  part  well,  mak¬ 
ing  the  poor  girl  believe  that  he  was  her  best  friend,  and 
that  he  meant  to  save  her  and  take  her  back  to  Pelt  Centre, 
where  she  had  an  uncle  living. 

The  place  where  the  scoundrels  pitched  their  camp 
was  not  more  than  a  mile  from  the  spot  Young  Wild  West 
had  selected  as  a  temporary  headquarters,  but  they  were 
not  aware  that  they  were  so  close  to  it. 

But  Mugs  and  Denny  had  an  idea  that  they  were  some¬ 
where  near  those  they  were  following,  and  after  it  grew 
dark  they  went  out  to  see  if  they  could  locate  it. 

Both  knew  something  of  woodcraft,  and  that  made  them 
proceed  with  considerable  caution. 

The  two  had  not  gone  very  far  when  they  were  astonished 
to  see  a  brightly  burning  camp  fire  shining  from  the  trees 
bevond. 

“That  must  be  ’em,”  whispered  Denny. 

“Yes,”  ansv/ered  Mugs. 

“S’pose  we  go  a  little  nearer  an’  take  a  good  look?” 

“Sure!” 

The  two  now  crept  a  little  closer. 

Suddenly  a  dry  twig  broke  under  Denny’s  weight,  and 
the  next  instgnt  the  barking  of  a  dog  came  to  their  ears. 

Denny  and  Mugs  did  not  stay  to  investigate  any  further, 
but  set  out  on  a  dead  run  for  their  camp. 

The  dog  followed  them  a  short  distance  and  then  stopped. 

“They’ve  got  a  dog,  we  oughter  have  remembered  that,” 
said  Mugs. 

“Well,  ther  best  thing  fur  us  to  do  is  to  kill  ther  dog 
ther  next  time  .we  go  back.” 

“How  are  you  goin’  to  do  it?” 

“Lasso  him  an’  choke  him  to  death.” 

“Aou  kin  trv  it,  if  you  want  to.” 

“It  will  be  easy  enough  to  do.” 

“Maybe  it  will.” 

“An’  it  will  be  done  without  makin’  much  noise.” 

“We’d  better  ask  Peters  about  it,  an’  see  what  he  thinks.” 

“All  right.” 

They  got  back  to  camp  in  a  hurry,  and  Peters  and  Thomp¬ 
son  looked  at  them  in  surprise. 

“Whats  ther  matter?”  askoil  the  latter  villain. 

“We  found  ther  camp  of  Young  Wild  West.”  answenxl 

^Ligs. 

“A'ou  did.  hey?” 
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“Yes;  an'  they’ve  got  a  dog  there — a  big  black  New¬ 
foundland — ^made  us  skedaddle  putty  quick.’’ 

Peters  did  not  want  to  have  anything  to  say  within  hear¬ 
ing  of  the  captive  girl,  so  he  walked  aside,  and  Mugs,  catch¬ 
ing  his  eye,  followed. 

“You  really  found  the  camp,  then?”  he  asked. 

“Yes.  I'm  putty  sure  it  was  ther  camp  of  Young  Wild 
West.  I\'e  forgot  all  about  them  havin’  a  dog  with  ’em. 
Ther  brute  barked  as  we  was  sneakin’  up  close  to  have  a 
good  look  at  things.” 

‘AY ell,  you  saw  them  when  they  rode  out  of  Weston, 
didn’t  you?” 

“Oh,  yes.” 

“Then  you  ought  to  know  that  they  had  a  dog  with  them,” 

“We  did  know  it,  but  we  forgot  it.” 

“There  will  be  a  poor  chance  for  me  to  get  hold  of  the 
Russian  duke’s  diamonds  with  that  dog  around,”  and  the 
villain  from  New  York  shook  his  head.  • 

“Denny  says  it  will  be  an  easy  thing  to  kill  ther  dog.” 

“He  thinks  it  will  be  easy,  then?” 

“Yes.” 

“How  is  he  going  to  do  it?” 

“Lasso  him  an  choke  him  to  death.” 

“That  sounds  all  right,  but  before  he  could  do  it  the 
dog  would  have  the  camp  aroused.” 

“That-’s  so.  I  never  thought  of  that  before.  I  was 
only  thinkin’  about  gittin’  bit  by  ther  dog.” 

“Giftin’  bit  by  ther  dorg?”  said  Thompson,  who  had 
walked  over  in  time  to  hear  the  remark.  “Well,  I  calculate 
that  I  know  something  about  that  dorg.  He  bit  me  this 
momin’,  an’  bit  me  good  an’  hard,  too.” 

“Then  I  reckon  you  have  it  in  for  ther  dog?”  spoke  up 
Mugs. 

“Yes;  I’d  like  to  shoot  ther  brute.” 

“Well,”  said  Perry  Peters,  after  a  moment’s  thought,  “go 
on  over  there  and  shoot  the  dog.  Shoot  the  owner,  too — 
and  the  rest  of  them.  You  have  shot  one  man  to-day,  so 
I  don’t  know  as  it  will  be  any  worse  to  shoot  three  or  four  J 
more.” 

“No;  it  won’t  be  a  bit  worse,”  and  Mugs  shrugged  his 
shoulders,  for  it  was  he  who  had  fired  the  shot  that  killed 
De  Pew  ;  “we  might  as  well  be  hung  for  a  sheep  as  a  lamb.” 

“That’s  the  way  to  look  at  it!”  and  the  pickpocket 
slapped  the  man  on  the  back  in  a  hearty  manner. 

The  three  went  back  to  the  camp  fire  again. 

Delia  De  Pew  was  in  the  wagon,  and  Denny  sat  guard¬ 
ing  it  so  she  could  not  escape. 

The  poor  girl  wanted  to  be  alone  in  her  awful  grief. 

The  four  villains  now  had  a  good  chance  to  talk,  so  they 
got  right  at  it,  speaking  in  low  tones. 

“If  we  could  only  kill  all  four  of  ’em  in  a  shot  apiece, 
it  would  be  all  right,”  the  bully  of  Pelt  Centre  observed 
in  a  thoughtful  tone. 

“.And  then  there  would  be  no  trouble  in  getting  the 
duke’s  diamonds,”  Peters  said.  “Suppose  you  fellows  were 
t/j  kill  Young  Wild  West  and  his  two  partners  at  the  first 
flrf, — that  would  be  all  right,  would  it  not?  I  could  be 
firiru'  at  the  duke  all  the  time,  and  if  I  didn’t  have  him 


finished  when  you  got  your  men  down  you  could  turn  an 
give  me  some  help.  If  I  knew  how  to  shoot  as  straight  i 
you  fellows  I  would  soon  show  you  how  I  would  make  shoi 
work  of  them  all,  dog  included.” 

“It  is  too  bad  you  can’t  shoot  straight,  my  friend  1” 

The  words  were  spoken  a  few  feet  behind  them,  an 
turning,  they  beheld  Young  Wild  West  standing  there! 

“So,  you  are  going  to  shoot  us  all,  are  you?”  went  o: 
the  dashing  young  Prince  of  the  Saddle,  smiling  as  thoug' 
it  was  all  a  joke. 

The  villains  knew  not  what  to  say. 

“You  want  the  duke’s  diamonds,  do  you?” 

“That’s  what  we  came  out  here  after,”  Peters  answerec 
thinking  it  would  be  better  for  him  to  own  up. 

“Y^ou  followed  *him  all  the  way  from  New  York  to  ge 
them,  didn’t  you?” 

“I  might  as  well  admit  that  I  did,”  was  the  reply. 

“And  you  got  these  fellows  in  Chicago  to  help  you  alon| 
in  your  undertaking?  'And  this  fellow,”  pointing  t' 
Thompson,  “joined  with  you  at  the  settlement  over  here 
Well,  if  you  are  not  a  fine  lot  my  name  is  not  Young  Wih 
West!  Where  did  you  get  the  wagon  and  team?” 

At  this  juncture  a  cry  of  joy  came  from  the  vehicle,  an( 
then  Delia  De  Pew  jumped  out  and  ran  toward  our  hero. 

“Please  save  me  from  those  three  bad  men!”  she  ex 
claimed,  excitedly.  “They  killed  my  mother  and  fathe: 
to-day !” 

Wild  had  a  revolver  in  each  hand,  and  the  muzzles  wen 
covering  the  four  villains. 

“I’ll  save  you,  miss,”  he  answered.  “Just  keep  cool  fo: 
a  few  minutes,  please.” 

Then  he  gave  a  low  whistle. 

The  whistle  had  scarcely  died  out  when  Cheyenne  Char 
lie  appeared  on  the  scene. 

Neither  of  the  four  villains  had  made  a  move  to  draw  i 
weapon,  and  they  stood  there  looking  at  each  other  in  blanl 
dismay. 

I  “Charlie,  just  relieve  those  fellows  of  their  shooters,’ 
Wild  said  in  his  calm  way  of  talking. 

“All  right,  but  I  wish  you’d  said  shoot  ’em,  instead,”  an 
swered  the  scout. 

“They  deserve  shooting,  all  right,  but  we  will  save  then 
to  be  hanged.” 

“Hangin’  is  too  good  for  that  crowd,  if  they  killed  the; 
young  lady’s  father  an’  mother.” 

“Say!”  cried  Peters,  with  a  very  pale  face.  “I  hac 
nothing  to  do  with  the  shooting.  I  was  with  the  youn^ 
lady  when  it  happened,  and  they  took  me  a  prisoner  alonf 
with  her.” 

“That  is  true!”  spoke  up  the  girl. 

Wild  was  puzzled. 

“That  may  be,  miss,”  he  answered.  “But  this  fellor 
is  the  worst  one  of  the  four,  and  I  happen  to  know  it 
He  has,  no  doubt,  deceived  you  in  some  way.” 

“Of  course  he’s  deceived  her,”  spoke  up  Thompson.  “I 
was  all  a  put-up  job  for  him  to  get  on  ther  right  side  o 
jfcher  gal.  Yer  needn’t  try  to  sneak  out  of  it,  Peters !  I 
we  hang  you’ve  got  to  go,  too !” 
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“An’  you  kin  bet  that  you  will  hang/’  said  Cheyenne 
Charlie,  looking  as  though  he  would  like  to  be  the  one  to 
do  the  job. 

As  soon  as  the  quartette  had  been  relieved  of  their  weap¬ 
ons  they  were  bound  securely,  so  they  could  not  possibly  use 
their  hands,  and  then  Wild  made  them  back  up  against 
four  trees  that  stood  close  together. 


CHAPTER  YIII. 

» 

THE  PRISONERS  ESCAPE. 

“Tie  them  to  the  trees,  Charlie,”  said' Young  Wild  West. 
“There  must  be  a  lariat  in  the  wagon.” 

,  ‘‘There  is  plenty  of  rope  there,”  spoke  up  the  girl,  who 
acted  as  though  it  was  all  but  a  dream. 

The  scout  went  to  the  outfit  and  soon  found  all  the  rope 
he  wanted. 

Then  he  proceeded  to  tie  the  scoundrels  securely  to  the 
« 

trees. 

He  made  up  his  mind  that 'they  would  not  get  free,  unless 
some  outsider  did  the  trick  for  them. 

“Now,  miss,  please  tell  us  your  story,  and  what  you  want 
us  to  do.” 

Tearfully  the  poor  girl  told  all  about  the  murder  of  her 
father,  and  how  the  shock  had  killed  her  mother. 

Then  she  asked  them  to  take  her  back  to  Pelt  Centre. 

“We  will  certainly  do  that,  miss,”  Wild  replied.  “And 
we  will  do  it  right  away.  Charlie,  go  and  get  your  horse 
and  escort  the  young  lady  back  to  the  settlement.  I  will 
hitch  up  the  team  while  you  are  gone.” 

“All  right,’’  was  the  reply,  and  away  he  went. 

“We  wdll  hold  the  murderers  of  your  father  here  till  your 
uncle  and  some  friends  from  the  settlement  come  over,” 
our  hero  told  the  girl.  “That  will  be  the  best  way.  They 
will  know  what  to  do  with  them.” 

“Yes;  they  will  know  what  to  do  with  them!”  and  there 
was  a  faint  gleam  in  her  eyes  as  she  spoke. 

The  desire  that  the  men  should  be  •  punished  for  their 
awful  crime  was  upon  her. 

They  had  cruelly  shot  her  father  down,  and  worst  of  all, 
the  very  man  who  had  posed  as  a  friend  had  planned  the 
whole  thing ! 

Charlie  soon  came  back,  accompanied  by  the  Russian 
duke. 

The  nobleman  had  heard  of  the  girl’s  plight,  and  had 
become  interested. 

When  Wild  introduced  her  to  him  he  hastily  assured  her 
that  he  would  only  be  too  glad  to  help  her  all  that  lay  in 
his  power. 

He  spoke  so  kindly  to  her  that  Delia  De  Pew  broke  into 
a  fre.sh  burst  of  tears. 

She  would  have  become  hysterieal  had  not  the  duke 
caught  her  by  the  arm,  and  (juiekly  calmed  her  by  talking 
in  a  .sooth intr  wnv. 


“Wild,”  said  he  a  few  minutes  later,  “I  will  accompany/ 
Charlie  if  you  have  no  objections.” 

“Go  ahead!  I  have  no  objections,  I  am  sure.” 

“I  will  drive,”  said  the  duke,  “and,  Charlie,  you  will 
please  lead  my  horse.” 

“All  right,”  was  the  reply  from  the  scout. 

The  duke  then  assisted  the  girl  to  the  seat  in  the  front 
of  the  wagon,  and  got  up  beside  her. 

The  next  minute  they  w^ere  heading  for  the  settlement. 

loung  Wild  WYst  watched  them  till  they  were  out  of 
sight,  and  then  turned  to  the  four  prisoners. 

“I  guess  you  fellows  haven’t  got  a  great  while  to  live,” 
he  remarked.  “But  you  are  simply  going  to  get  what  you 
deserve.” 

“I  will  give  you  every  cent  I  have  got  if  you  will  let 
me  go,”  said  Perry  Peters,  in  a  pleading  voice. 

“How  much  money  have  you  got?”  asked  Wdld. 

“Over  three  thousand  dollars.” 

“Well,  if  you  had  over  three  million  dollars,  and  you 
offered  it  all  to  me,  I  would  not  let  you  go!” 

“That’s  ther  way  to  talk,  young  feller!”  exclaimed 
Thompson.  “Peters  would  buy  his  own  freedom,  if  he 
could,  an’  then  go  away  an’  leave  us  to  be  hung !” 

“Well,  it  will  be  so  much  the  better  for  you  all  to  hang 
together.  I  never  met  a  worse  lot  than  you  are!” 

Just  then  Wild  was  startled  by  hearing  thre®  revolver 
shots  that  came  from  the  direction  their  camp  was  located 
in. 

“Jim  must  be  in  trouble,”  he  thought.  “I  guess  I  can 
leave  these  fellows  here  and  run  over  and  see  what  is  the 
matter.  They  are  tied  securely  enough.” 

Another  shot  rang  out,  and  then  Wild  started  on  a  run 
for  the  camp. 

He  got  there  in  a  few  minutes,  and  found  Jim  drasrofinor 

"  oo  o 

some  sort  of  an  animal  toward  the  fire. 

“What’s  the  matter,  Jim?”  he  called  out. 

“I’ve  just  shot  the  mate  to  dhe  mountain  lion  you 
dropped  as  it  was  leaping  upon  the  duke,”  was  the  reply. 
“It  gave  me  quite  a  tough  time  of  it  for  a  while.  I  heard 
a  growl  in  the  bushes  and  started  in  to  investigate  with 
only  my  revolver  in  my  hand.  I  made  the  dog  lie  down, 
for  I  did  not  want  him  to  get  ripped  to  pieces,  and  then 
I  found  the  catamount  and  opened  fire  on  him.  He  was 

pretty  tough,  and  he  kept  me  dodging  till  I  got  three  bul¬ 
lets  in  him.” 

“I  am  glad  it  is  nothing  more  serious.  I  thought  prob¬ 
ably  you  had  been  attacked  by  some  band  of  rascals  and 

came  running  over,  leaving  the  four  prisoners  tied  to  trees 
over  there.” 

“Why,  where’s  the  duke?" 

“He  went  along  with  Charlie  and  the  girl." 

“And  they  are  going  to  bring  back  some  of  the  residents 
of  the  settlement  with  them  to  take  care  of  the  Wllains,  I 
suppose?” 

“Yes." 

"They  must  be  a  heartless  lot.  to  do  wliat  they  did.” 

"The  pickpoojad  is  at  tlie  bottom  (d  it 
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As  Jim  started  in  to  skin  the  mountain  lion  Wild  set  out 
to  go  back  to  where  the  four  prisoners  were. 

He  had  decided  to  bring  them  into  camp  and  keep  them 
there  till  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  the  duke  got  back  from  the 
settlement,,  which  would  not  be  much  before  morning. 

The  boy  hurried  back  because  he  thought  it  might  be 
possible  that  they  would  get  loose  in  some  manner. 

The  more  he  thought  this  way  the  more  uneasy  he  be¬ 
came. 

And  when  he  reached  the  camp  that  had  been  occupied 

by  the  villains  he  found  that  his  fears  were  realized. 

*  ,  # 

By  the  light  from  the  still  smouldering  camp  fire  he  saw 

the  severed  ropes  lying  on  the  ground  at  the  foot  of  the 
trees,  but  the  prisoners  were  not  there! 

Bfore  Wild  could  even  imagine  how  they  had  got  free  a 
rifle  cracked  and  a  bullet  whizzed  past  his  head. 

He  immediately  sprang  behind  a  tree. 

“Ah!’^  he  exclaimed,  under  his  breath.  guess  you 
won’t  all  be  hanged,  after  all.  Just  let  me  catch  a  sight 
of  you  and  I’ll  save  the  hangman  the  trouble. 

Crack ! 

Anotli^r  shot  rang  out  and  the  bullet  buried  itself  in 
the  tree 'the  boy  was  crouching  behind. 

He  saw  the  flash  this  time  and  as  quick  as  a  wink  he 
sent  an  answering  shot  in  the  direction  it  came  from. 

A  sharp  cry  o.f  pain  rang  out,  and  he  knew  he  had 
touched  one  of  them. 

Then  he  took  chances  and  fired  again. 

But  he  did  not  find  the  mark  this  time,  and  realizing 
that  it  was  not  good  policy  to  remain  there,  he  dropped  to 
the  ground  and  began  crawling  noiselessly  away.  -  . 

Crack  !  Crack  !  Crack ! 

Three  more  shots  rang  out. 

was  a  fool  for  leaving  the  weapons  belonging  to  the 
villains  lying  on  the  ground,”  muttered  the  boy.  “I  won¬ 
der  how  they  got  away,  anyhow?” 

He  knew  that  Jim  would  soon  come  to  learn  what  was 
in  the  wind,  so  instead  of  working  himself  away  from  the 
spot  he  began  to  make  a  circle  in  the  hope  of  getting  a  shot 
at  the  men. 

He  had  an  idea  that  they  were  congregated  on  the  shore 
of  the  lake,  where  he  had  noticed  a  clump  of  rocks  when 
they  passed  that  way  in  the  daylight/ 

^Hf  I  can  get  around  there  and  catch  sight  of  them  I’ll 
"  guarantee  that  they  won’t  all  get  away,”  he  thought,  as  he 
moved  around. 

Two  more  shots  were  fired,  but  as  the  bullets  did  not  come 
that  way,  Wild  knew  they  had  no  knowledge  of  his  where¬ 
abouts. 

He  kept  right  on  moving,  and  in  a  minute  or  two  he 
saw  the  glimmer  of  the  water  on  the  surface  of  the  lake. 

The  next  minute  he  saw  a  figure  moving  across  an  open 

f  pace. 

Wild  raised  his  rifle  to  his  shoulder. 

JTe  next  instant  his  finger  pressed  the  trigger. 

He  clo.-f;  t/i  miss,  and  he  saw  the  form  drop, 

while  a  Mines  of  exeikd  whispers  came  to  his  ears. 


Wild  did  not  remain  in  the  same  spot  longer  than  a 
second. 

But  it  was  not  necessary  for  him  to  move. 

He  had  taken  all  the  nerve  out  of  the  villains,  it  seemed, 
for  when  he  had  waited  for  a  period  of  two  minutes  he 
suddenly  heard  the  sounds  made  by  receding  hoofs. 

^‘They  are  going,  eh?”  he  muttered.  “Well,  it  is  too 
bad  I  haven’t  got  my  horse.  Spitfire,  here,  or  I  would  fol¬ 
low  them  and  either  kill  or  capture  the  whole  lot  of  them.” 

Just  then  the  cry  of  a  quail  rang  out  close  at  hand. 

Any  one  acquainted  with  the  ways  of  a  quail  would  have 
known  that  the  cry  was  but  an  imitation,  as  the  bird  is  not 
apt  to  make  the  call  after  roosting  time  comes. 

A'oung  Wild  West  knew  who  made  the  call. 

It  was  Jim  Dart. 

It  was  the  old  signal  he  and  his  partners  always  used 
when  they'  were  very  anxious  to  learn  the  whereabouts  of 
one  another. 

“Bob  White!”  answered  Wild,  imitating  the  cry  of  the 
male  bird  to  perfection. 

Then  there  was  a  silence  of  a  moment  and  the  call  was 
repeated. 

The  daring  young  scout  answered  once  more. 

Jim  was  close  by  now,  and  he  knew  it. 

“Hey,  Jim!”  he  called  out  in  a  loud  whisper. 

“Hello,  Wild!”  was  the  answer.  “Are  you  all  right?” 

“Yes;  come  here.” 

The  next  minute  Dart  was  at  his  side. 

“What  is  the  trouble?”  he  asked,  anxiously. 

“The  four  prisoners  got  away.” 

“Y^hat!” 

“That’s  right.  When  I  got  back  I  found  they  had  been 
cut  loose  bv  some  one.  Then  one  of  them  shot  at  me,  and 
we  have  been  having  it  out  ever  since.  But  they  have  had 
enough  of  it,  for  they  have  mounted  and  gone  off.”  ’ 

“Did  you  drop  any  of  them?”  asked  Jim. 

“One.” 

“Where  is  he?” 

“Right  over  there  by  the  rocks.  It  was  the  last  shot  I 
fired  that  dropped  him.  I  wounded  one  the  first  time  I 
fired,  though.” 

“Let  us  go  and  take  a  look  at  him.” 

They  got  up  and  walked  boldly  to  the  spot,  though  they 
were  keeping  a  sharp  lookout  for  danger. 

In  a  little  open,  spot  near  the  edge  of  the  water  they  saw 
the  form  of  a  man  lying  face  up. 

They  did  not  have  to  look  very  close  at  it  to  find  that  it 
was  the  body  of  Thompson. 

The  bully  of  Pelt  Centre  had  reached  the  end  of  his 
rope,  and  he  was  now  but  a  bunch  of  senseless  clay. 

He  had  received  but  a  fitting  reward  for  the  part  he 
had  played  in  the  murder  of  De  Pew. 

“Come  on !”  said  Wild.  “We  will  get  back  to  camp.  If 
the  man’s  friends  don’t  come  hack  and  bury  him  we  will  do 
it  to-morrow.  It  seems  rather  strange  that  we  can’t  have 
a  little  hunting  trip  in  peace.  There  are  always  some  ras¬ 
cally  men  to  interfere  with  us,  no  matter  where  we  go, 
I  did  not  like  the  idea  of  shooting  any  of  those  follows 


but  it  was  a  case  of  necessity,  and  1  don't  know  but  tliat 
Thompson  was  desemng  of  death  as  much  as  any  of 
the  rest/’ 

They  went  back  to  their  camp  without  liearing  anything 
of  the  villains,  and  found  everything  to  be  just  as  they 
had  left  it. 

Jim  had  tied  the  Newfoundland  dog  to  a  tree,  and  he 
wagged  his  tail  when  they  came  back. 

‘‘Good  dog,Jjion!”  exclaimed  WilS,  patting  him  on  the 
head.  “It  was  you  that  told  us  the  scoundrels  were  about. 
Then  it  was  quite  easy  for  me  to  go  out  and  corral  them. 
But  they  got  away,  somehow,  and  now  the  corralling  will 
have  to  be  done  over  again,  with  the  exception  of  one  of 
them.” 

He  untied  the  intelligent  animal,  and  let  him  go  on  duty 
as  a  guard,  after  which  he  and  Jim  sat  down,  close  to  the 
tent. 

Knowing  that  the  dbg  would  warn  them  at  the  approach 
of  any  one,  they  lay  down  and  went  to  sleep  after  a  while. 

Nothing  disturbed  them  till  it  was  getting  dajdight  in 
the  morning. 

Then  they  were  awakened  by  the  barking  of  the  dog. 

Both  were  up  and  ready  for  business  instantly,  and  a 
minute  later  they  heard  horsemen  approaching. 

Then  the  familiar  call  of  Chevenne  Charlie  sounded,  and 

t/  y 

the  scout  appeared  at  the  liead  of  a  dozen  men. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

HOW  THE  VILLAINS  CAME  TO  GET  LOOSE. 

Perry  Peters  and  his  three  confederates  had  not  been 
alone  more  than  a  minute  after  Young  Wild  West  left  them 
when  a  man  stepped  from  the  bushes  and  w^alked  toward 
them. 

“Hello,  strangers !”  he  said,  in  a  low  tone.  “You  are  in 
a  pretty  bad  sort  of  a  pickle,  I  reckon.” 

“We  are,  indeed!”  exclaimed  .Peters,  as  soon  as  he  could 
recover  from  his  astonishment  at  the  unexpected  appearance 
of  the  man.  “Can’t  you  cut  us  loose?” 

“I  reckon  I  kin,”  was  the  retort.  “How  much  is  it 
worth?” 

“Pll  give  you  a  thousand  dollars  in  cash  if  you’ll  give 
me  my  liberty !” 

“That  ain’t  as  much  as  you  offered  ther  young  feller  what 
jest  left  here,  but  I’ll  do  it  for  that.  Here  you  go !  Now 
shell  out!” 

Two  quick  strokes  of  his  knife  and  Peters  was  free. 

The  villainous  pickpocket  at  once  thrust  his  hand  in  an 
inner  pocket  and  pulled  out  a  fat  wallet. 

T  hen  he  knelt  before  the  fire  and  took  two  five  hundred 
dollar  bills  from  it.  ^ 

“  Here’s  your  money,  my  friend.  I  am  over  so  much  ob- 
ligcfl  to  you!” 

“An  I  ni  much  obliged  to  you,  for  I  reckon  I’ve  made 
thi.s  nioiiev  miLdiiv  f’fisv.'' 


“You  can  do  as  you  like*  about  the  rest,”  said  Peters, 
looking  at  the  three  w'ho  were  still  in  a  state  of  helpless¬ 
ness.  “I  guess  they  don’t  care  a  whole  lot  about  me,  since 
they  tried  to  get  me  in  trouble  because  they  were  in  it, 
when  there  was  no  occasion  to  do  so.  If  they  had  kept  still 
I  would  have  been  free  and  in  a  good  way  to  get  what  we 
started  out  to  get.” 

“You’d  have  helped  hang  us,  that’s  what  you’d  have 
done!’’  spoke  up  Thompson. 

“I  reckon  you  all  oughter  be  hanged,”  obseiwed  the 
stranger.  ,  “  But  that  ain’t  here  nor  there.  Mebbe  I  deserve 
to  be  hung,  too.  Anyhow,  I  am  goin’  to  set  you  all  free!” 

The  three  villains  gave  a  simultaneous  gasp  of  joy  when 
they  heard  the  welcome  Avords. 

They  had  been  very  anxious  to  know  what  he  was  going 
to  do  about  their  case  after  he  liberated  Peters. 

“  My  name  are  Dick  Haines ;  what  handles  do  3’’Ou  fellers 
go  by?”  he  asked,  as  he  set  them  free. 

They  quickly  told  him  who  they  were. 

“Well,  I  must  say  I  never  met  four  fellers  in  a  much 
Avorse  plight  than  you  Avas  in,”  Dick  Haines  Avent  on  to 
say.  “I  happened  along  here  jest  as  ther  boy  AVjjs  takin’ 
you  all  in.  I  hid  in  ther  bushes  an’  seen  an’  heard  all  that 
passed.  If  that  feller  they  called  Wild  hadn’t  gone  away 
jest  as  he  did  I  was  goin’  to  put  a  bullet  in  him.” 

“I  only  AAush  you  had!”  exclaimed  Peters.  “He  is  no 
good  to  such  as  aa’c  are.” 

“Well,  you  see,  I  sorter  admired  him  for  ther  great  nerve 
he  shoAved.  Why,  Avhen  he  captured  you  four  fellers  he 
done  it  so  eas}^  like  that  it  took  my  breath  aAvay.  He’s  a 
bad  youngster  to  fool  with,  an’  I’ll  bet  on  it.” 

“There  ain’t  no  mistake  in  that,”  spoke  up  Mugs.  ’  “He’s 
a  regular  team  Avhen  he  once  gits  started.  I  calculate  that 
if  you’d  shot  at  him  an’  missed  you  wouldn’t  liaA^e  lived  to 
fire  ther  second  time.” 

“That  might  be,  an’  then,  again,  it  mightn't.  I’m  putty 
soon  Avith  a  gun,  an’  I  generally  hits  Avhat  I  shoot  at.” 

“Can’t  we  hide  around  here  till  he  comes  back,  and  then 
you  can  try  a  shot  at  him?”  suggested  Peters.  “We  won’t 
stand  a  shoAv  to  IWe  if  he  is  let  go  ahead.” 

“Well,  if  you  think  it  is  as  bad  as  that,  Avhy,  I’ll  help 
you  out,”  retorted  Dick  Haines.  “There’s  nothin’  mean 
about  me,  an’  I’m  alius  ready  an’  willin’  to  help  a  feller 
creature  out.” 

At  any  other  time  Peters  Avould  likely  have  gotten  in  a 
roAV  Avith  the  other  three,  but  just  now  they  let  the  matter 
rest. 

There  Avas  a  difference  between  them,  hoAvever,  and  it 
would  have  to  be  settled  one  Ava}’  or  the  other,  before  they 
got  through. 

They  hid  and  Avaited,  Avith  the  result  alreadv  known  to 
the  reader. 

Y'hen  they  lost  a  man  it  Avas  Dick  Haines  Avho  advisovi 
an  immediate  retreat. 

“One  is  epough  to  lose  just  now,”  he  observed,  as  they 
mounted  to  ride  away.  “That  feller  is  only  ,a  boy,  but  ho 
is  too  much  at  fightin'  in  tlier  dark.  We've  got  to  t,ake  l\im 
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an'  I  don't  know  ther  lay  of  ther  land.  We’d  better  let 
*  ther  busiiu'ss  drop  till  daylight.” 

So  they  rode  back  into  the  woods  about  three  miles,  and 
finding  a  snng  place,  turned  in  for  the  night. 

“There  will  be  a  whole  crowd  at  onr  heels  in  the  morn¬ 
ing,"  remarked  Peters.  “Young  Wild  West  said  we  all  had 
to  hang,  and  if  we  are  not  mighty  careful  we  will.” 

“Jest  because  he  said  you  was  goin’  to  git  hung  don’t 
.make  it  so,”  retorted  Haines.  “How  about  ther  tall  feller 
you  had  wit'n  you — he  didn't  git  hung,  did  he?” 

“Xo;  but  he  got  shot,”  spoke  up  Denny,  shrugging  his 
shoulders.  “That’s  about  as  bad  an  bangin’,  I  guess.” 

The  spot  the  villains  had  found  to  serve  them  as  a  hiding 
place  was  a  sort  of  cave  hollowed  out  of  the  wall  of  a  perpen¬ 
dicular  cliff. 

Masses  of  trailing  vines  hung  all  around  it,  ?ind  the  fo¬ 
liage  and  branches  of  the  trees  were  so  thick  that- any  one 
to  find  them  would  have  to  get  pretty  close  by  accident, 
unless  he  followed  their  trail. 

“So  you  think  a  whole  crowd  will  be  at  our  heels  in  the 
morning?”  said  Haines,  looking  at  Peters,  after  they  had 
settled  down  in  the  cave  and  he  had  lighted  a  small  bull’s- 
eye  lantern  which  he  had  taken  from  his  pocket. 

“.It  is  quite  probable  that  there  will,”  was  the  retort. 
“Young  Wild  West  sent  two  men  to  the  settlement  with  the 
girl,  and  instructed  them  to  bring  some  men  back  to  take 
charge  of  us.  The  fact  of  our  being  gone  when  they  come 
back  will  not  be  apt  to  stop  them  from  hunting  for  us, 
you  know.  And  then  we  are  marked  as  murderers,  too.” 

The  Xew  Yorker  shrugged  his  shoulders  as  he  said  this. 

It  was  plain  that  he  was  very  uneasy. 

Denny  now  spoke  up. 

“If  you  hadn’t  put  up  ther  job  to  git  ther  girl  we 
wouldn’t  be  called  murderers  now,”  he  remarked,  bitterly. 

“It  was  Thompson  that  spoke  about  robbin’  the  man  first, 
I  believe,”  retorted  Peters. 

“An’  you  took  right  to  it  an’  put  up  the  job  that  done 
ther  whole  business.  You  thought  you  had  fixed  it  so  you 
would  come  out  on  top  in  case  anything  happened,  but  you 
didn’t,  did  you?” 

“Xever  mind  about  that.  Let  it  drop.” 

“I  reckon  I  don’t  have  to  let  it^drop  if  I  don’t  wanter!” 

“Are  you  trying  to  pick  a  quarrel  with  me?”  asked 
Peters,  rising  to  his  feet. 

Denny  placed  his  hand  on  the  butt  of  his  revolver. 

“There!”  exclaimed  the  pickpocket.  “That’s  it!  Xow 
you  are  going  to  shoot  me !  Why  don’t  you  step  out  here 
and  settle  it  the  same  as  we  do  in  the  East  ?” 

“How’s  that?” 

“We  generally  settle  our  quarrels  with  our  fists  in  Xew 
York.” 

“Do  you  know  anything  about  fightin’  that  way?” 

“Xot  much;  but  if  you  have  got  a  grudge  against  me  I 
am  willing  to  settle  it  that  way.” 

“Why,  I  could  punch  ther  whole  head  off  yer  in  no  time.” 

“T’ffrhaps  you  could,  you  mean.” 

“Well,  I’ll  show  you  that  I  kin  !” 

“Orne  on  an’  show  me  I” 


In  spite  of  the  protestations  of  Haines,  the  two  men 
started  in  to  pummel  each  other. 

Denny  was  the  stronger  of  the  two,  by  far,  but  the  pick¬ 
pocket  was  more  active,  and  knew  considerable  about  the 
art  of  boxing. 

He  hit  the  herder  whenever  and  wherever  he  pleased,  it 
seemed. 

At  length  Denny  got  hold  of  him  and  got  him  down. 

Then  Haines  interfered. 

“Stop  it!”  he  cried.  “I  reckon  I’m  boss  here.  I  let 
3^ou  fellers  loose  when  you  was  tied  to  ther  trees,  an’  I’m 
goin’  to  be  ther  boss  for  doin’  it.  I  say  stop  it,  now !” 

Panting  arnd  pretty  well  exhausted  they  obeyed. 

One  of  Denny’s  eyes  was  closing  rapidly,  and  his  nose 
was  bleeding. 

Perry  Peters  had  not  been  hurt  much,  but  his  clothing 
was  pretty  well  tom. 

“I  am  satisfied  if  he  is,”  he  remarked.  “If  it  was 
daylight  I  would  put  up  a  hundred  dollars  against  ten  that 
I  would  whip  him  in  five  minutes.  I  couldn’t  see  well 
enough  by  the  light  of  the  lantern  to  keep  him  from  getting 
hold  of  me.” 

“You  wouldn’t  stand  ther  least  bit  of  a  show  in  ther  day¬ 
light!”  retorted  Denny.  “Anyhow,  we  wilD jest  wait  till 
daylight  comes,  an’  then  we’ll  have  it  out.” 

“Good!” 

“I  reckon  that  I  know  about  how  to  handle  my  fists  as 
well  as  you  do.” 

“You  showed  a  whole  lot  of  it  just  now.” 

The  two  would  certainly  have  come  together  again  if 
Haines  had  not  stepped  between  them. 

“You  want  to  stop  this,  d’ye  understand?”  he  cried,  an¬ 
grily.  “If  you  don’t  stop  it.  I’ll  take  a  hand  in  ther  game 
an’  put  ther  pair  of  yer  out  of  business.  I  hail  from  Den¬ 
ver,  I  do,  an’  I  kin  fight  in  sixteen  different  stales.  When 
I  let  myself  loose  you’ll  think  a  cyclone  struck  yer!” 

All  three  of  the  men  now  began  to  dislike  Haines. 

It  was  true  that  he  had  saved  their  lives,  but  the  fact 
of  his  bossing  them  around  did  not  set  well  with  them. 

Denny  and  Mugs  w^ere  stanch  friends. 

They  meant  to  stick  together. 

And  Perry  Peters  was  figuring  how  he  could  get  away 
from  them  and  reach  another  part  of  the  country. 

He  was  satisfied  to  leave  now  without  the  Eussian  duke’s 
diamonds. 

He  imagined  that  he  could  feel  a  rope  about  his  neck, 
and  instinctively  he  placed  his  fingers  there  to  pull  it 
away. 

Haines  saw  the  move  and  burst  into  a  laugh. 

“Thinkin’  about  bein’  hung,  hey?”‘  he  remarked.  “I 
guess  you  must  be  gittin’  it  putty  bad.  I’ve  seen  fellers  do 
that  thing  afore,  an’  it  never  was  more  than  a  couple  of 
days  after  when  they  got  hauled  up  close  to  ther  limb  of 
a  tree  an’  took  a  dance  on  nothin’.  Ther  puttiest  way  to 
hang  a  man  is  to  stand  him  on  ther  head  of  a  barrel,  an’ 
then  put  ther  slip  knot  about  his  nock  an’  draw  it  taut. 
Then,  tie  it  good  an’  strong,  an’  step  in  front  of  him  an’ 
ask  him  what  he’s  got  to  say  afore  ther  law  takes  its  course. 
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Sometimes  he’ll  cuss  yer,  an’  sometime's  he’ll  pray,  but  it 
don’t  make  no  difference  which. he  does,  an'  putty  soon 
some  one  kicks  ther  barrel  over !  It’s  a  fine  sight  to  see  a 
horse  thief  or  a  murderer  go  that  way !  I’ve  seen  lots  of 
’em,  boys,  an’  I  hope  to  live  to  see  a  great  many  more.” 

His  three  companions  exchanged  glances. 

That  kind  of  talk  was  not  altogether  pleasing  to  them. 

The  two  herders  began  to  wonder  if  it  would  not  be  a 
good  idea  to  cut  his  acquaintance. 

A  few  whispered  words  passed  bet^veen  them,  and  then 
Mugs  observed: 

‘‘Me  an’  Denny  is  goin’  to  git  out  of  this  part  of  ther 
country  as  quick  as  we  kin.  We  ain’t  goin’  to  wait  till 
daylight  an’  give  ther  men  from  ther  settlement  an’  Young 
Wild  West  a  chance  at  us.  A^ou  fellers  kin  do  as  you  please, 
but  we’re  goin’.”  « 

“Better  stay  here,”  advised  Haines,  who  was  sitting  on  a 
pile  of  cedar  brush  he  had  cut  down  to  make  a  bed  of. 

“No.  We’ll  go  on.  We’ll  go  to  Deadwood,  or  some 
other  place,  an’  keep  out  of  ther  w'ay  of  Y^oung  Wild  West.” 

“You  won’t  do  nothin’  of  ther  land!” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  demanded  Mugs,  angrily. 

“I. mean  that  you  are  goin’  to  stay  with  me,”  ,was  the 
retort.  “I’ve  made  up  my  mind  that  I  want  a  share  of 
ther  wealth  you  fellers  said  that  Russian  duke  has  got. 
I’ll  shoot  Young  Wild  West  as  soon  as  I  set  eyes  on  him 
after  daylight,  an’  then  I  reckon  we  kin  take  care  of  ther 
rest  of  ’em.” 

But  the  two  herders  could  not  see  it  that  way. 

They  said  they  guessed  they  would  quit  the  game. 

“Set  down!”  roared  Haines,  drawing  both  his  shooters 
and  covering  them. 

Reluctantly  they  obeyed. 

“For  two  cents,”  went  on  the  man  who  had  saved  their 
lives,  “I  wo«ld  tie  you  fellers  up  ther  same  as  I  found  yer. 
By  Jove!  I  reckon  I’ll  do  it,  anyhow!” 


CHAPTER  X. 

WILD  CAPTURES  HAINES. 

“What’s  ther  matter;  did  you  bring  ther  prisoners  over 
here?”  asked  Cheyenne  Charlie,  as  he  entered  the  camp 
with  the  men  riding  behind  him. 

“I  am  sorry  to  say  that  I  did  not,”  answered  Wild.  “I 
meant  to,  but  they  got  away.”' 

“Got  away!”  echoed  the  horsemen,  in  a  combined  cry  of 
surprise. 

“Yes.” 

“How  did  they  get  loose,  Wild?”  questioned  the  duke,  as 
he  dismounted. 

Our  hero  quickly  related  the  circumstances. 

“Its  too  had  !”  exclaimed  one  of  the  men  from  the  set¬ 
tlement.  “Bnt  we’ll  hunt  ’em  out  wlum  daylight  comes. 
Ho  you  shot  A1  Hdiompson,  hey?  That’s  loo  ba»l.  too,  for 


was  any  good,  but  I  didn’t  think  he  was  bad  enough  to  ■ 
commit  murder  jest  for  ther  sake  of  robbin’  an  innocent  j 

man.”  ; 

1 

“He  got  in  with  a  bad  crowd,”  spoke  up  the  duke,  “and 
then  he  was  ready  to  do  anything,  I  suppose.  Nothing 
was  too  bad  for  him  to  do  then.  He  was  a  bad  man — a 
very  bad  man.” 

All  hands  were  willing  to  bear  him  out  in  this  declara¬ 
tion. 

After  a  consultation  it  was  decided  that  the  party  would 
have  breakfast  in  the  camp,  and  then  strike  out  to  find  the 
remaining  three  scoundrels. 

Luckily  they  had  enough  provisions  and  game  to  satisfy 
the  hunger  of  the  dozen  men  who  had  come  to  get  the 
scoundrels  and  escort  them  to  the  settlement  to  be  hanged. 

It  was  soon  light  enough  to  see  pretty  well,  so  while  the 
breakfast  was  being  prepared  Wild  and  the  duke  got  their 
guns  and  went  to  the  shore  of  the  lake.  • 

“What  did  I  tell  you?”  our  hero  exclaimed,  pointing  to 
a  small  cloud  that  was  rapidly  settling  to  the  water  less 
than  half  a  mile  away.  “There  are  ducks  by  the  thou¬ 
sand  !” 

“Let’s  row  over  there  and  get  a  shot,”  suggested  the 
duke,  who  was  delighted. 

“All  right.  If  we  have  luck  we  can  shoot  a  boatload 
before  breakfast.  You  can  use  your  shot  gun  and  I  will 
shoot  with  my  rifle.”  i 

The  duke  got  in  the  prow  of  the  boat,  gun  in  hand,  and 
Wild  took  the  oars. 

t 

He  knew  the  ducks  were  apt  to  be  tame,  as  it  was  a  cool, 
frosty  morning,  and  there  were  no  hunters  around  firing 
at  them. 

Swiftly,  but  with  as  little  noise  as  possible.  Wild  rowed 
the  boat  for  the  flock,  which  had  now  settled  upon  the 
water  close  to  a  group  of  little  islands. 

Though  he  had  never  handled  a  rowboat  much,  the  boy 
took  to  it  and  got  along  with  it  as  easily  as  an  expert  might 
have  done. 

When  they  were  within  a  hundred  yards  of  the  ducks 
Wild  put  the  oars  in  the  boat,  and  allowed  it  to  drift  to¬ 
ward  them.  % 

He  picked  up  his  rifle  and  got  ready. 

The  boat  went  on  ahead  till  they  were  within  easy  gun¬ 
shot  of  them. 

“Now,  Duke,  fire  into  them!”  he  whispered.  “Then 
when  they  raise  get  ready  for  some  fun,  for  they  will  ka'p 
living  back  and  forth  over  our  heads  for  five  or  ten  min¬ 
utes.” 

“All  right,”  replied  the  Russian  nobleman,  and  placing 
his  gun  to  his  shoulder  ho  fired. 

How’  many  lie  shot  he  could  not  tell,  for  the  next  in¬ 
stant  the  majority  of  the  ducks  were  in  the  air.  ' 

Then  both  began  cracking  away  at  them.  Wild  with  his 
repeating  rifle,  and  the  duke  with  his  shotgun,  .as  fast  as 
ho  could  shove  the  shells  in  it. 

For  fully  five  minutes  they  kept  up  the  sport,  and  then 
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“I  guos?  we  had  better  pick  up  what  we  have  knocked 
down,  hadn't  we,  Duke?-’ 

“  Ye? ;  my !  but  wasn’t  it  glorious  sport !  I  shot  a  great 
many  of  them — a  very  great  many  of  them !” 

“Yes.  I  guess  we  have  got  nearly  enough  here  to  fur¬ 
nish  each  of  the  men  who  came  over  in  searcli  of  the  mur¬ 
derers  with  a  mess.  Shooting  ducks  is  certainly  great 
sport,  Duke>  but  I  could  never  see  where  the  fun  came  in 
to  shoot  a  whole  lot  and  let  them  go  to  waste.  I  don’t  be¬ 
lieve  in  the  useless  slaughter  of  any  bird  or  beast.” 

“Say!”  and  his  highness  looked  up  and  nodded  approv¬ 
ingly.  “Do  you  know  that  I  never  looked  at  it  that  way 
before?  I  am  going  to  follow  your  thoughts  in  line  here¬ 
after.  Shooting  game  is  all  right,  but  slaughtering  it  is 
another  thing.” 

“That  is  the  way  I  have  always  looked  at  it.” 

It  took  the  two  some  time  to  gather  in  the  ducks  that 
had  been  shot,  and  when  they  had  them  all  they  counted 
sixty  odd. 

The  shotgun  had  killed  as  many  as  half  a  dozen  in  one 
shot,  and  that  increased  the  slain  rapidly. 

With  the  slain  ducks  piled  high  in  the  boat  they  started 
to  row  back  to  the  camp. 

They  had  not  proceeded  over  a  hundred  yards  when 
they^  heard  a  man  calling  them  from  the  shore. 

Looking  over  they  beheld  a  stranger  waving  to  them. 

Wild  at  once  turned  the  boat  toward  him,  and  soon 
reached  the  shore. 

The  man  was  no  other  than  Dick  Haines. 

He  had  let  the  three  villains  go  after  they  had  given  him 
nearly  all  the  money  they  possessed,  and  now  he  was  trying 
to  work  a  scheme  to  get  them  caught,  after  all. 

It  had  occurred  to  the  man  all  of  a  sudden  that  it  would 
be  best  for  him  not  to  be  caught  with  them. 

If  they  were  due  to  be  hanged  it  might  be  that  he  would 
suffer  the  same  fate,  even  if  he  had  not  participated  in 
the  murder  of  De  Pew. 

So  he  resolved  to  get  all  he  could  out  of  them,  and  then 
let  them  shift  for  themselves. 

“Hornin’,  strangers,”  he  said,  as  the  boat  grounded  on 
the  sloping  bank. 

“Good  morning!”  Wild  answered,  while  the  duke  ac¬ 
knowledged  with  a  bow.  i 

“I  was  sneakin’  along  shore  to  git  a  crack  at  them 
ducks,  myself,  but  I  reckon  you  scared  ’em  all  away. 
Couldn’t  give  a  feller  a  couple  of  ’em,  could  you  ?” 

“Yes;  three  or  four  of  them,  if  you  have  use  for  them,” 
replied  the  duke. 

“Two  will  be  plenty,  thankee.” 

The  duke  picked  out  a  fine  brace  of  the  ducks  and  handed 
them  to  him. 

“'fhankee,  gents,  thankee!  I’ll  cook  ’em  for  my  break¬ 
fast  right  here,  I  reckon.  I’ve  got  a  cookin’  outfit  an’  some 
«^!t  along  with  me.” 

“.Say!”  called  out  Wild,  as  the  man  started  to  gather 
tmuit  twig?  to  make  a  fire. 

“What  do  yer  want,  young  feller?” 


“Have  you  seen  anything  of  three  men  around  this  part 
of  the  country?” 

“Three  men?  I  reckon  I  have.  I  jest  seen  three  fellers 
a  few  minutes  ago,  an’  I  had  quite  a  time  with  ’em.  They 
was  goin’  to  hold  me  up,  but  I  wouldn’t  let  ’em,  you  see.  I 
jest  got  ther  drop  bn  ’em  with  both  my  shooters  too  quick 
for  anything.  Then  I  was  goin’  to  tie  ’em  up,  but  one 
of  ’em  offered  me  a  whole  lot  of  money  if  I’d  let  ’em  go, 
so  I  thought  I’d  take  it.  They  was  ther  three  rankest 
cowards  I’ve  seen  in  a  long  while.” 

The  duke  looked  at  Wild,  and  said: 

“They  are  the  three  beyond  a  doubt.” 

“Yes,”  replied  our  hero. 

Then  turning  to  the  man,  he  asked: 

“Which  way  did  they  head  when  you  let  them  go?” 

^  “Northwest.  They  said  they  Avas  goin’  to  Deadwood.’’ 

“I  am  sorry  you  did  not  make  prisoners  of  the  villains,” 
said  Wild,  “for  they  were  murderers.  The  quicker  they 
are  caught  the  better  it  will  be  for  everybody  around  here. 
One  of  them  is  a  scoundrel  who  followed  this  gentleman 
from  New  York  for  the  purpose  of  robbing  him.  We  had 
them  tied  up — there  were  four  of  them — but  they  got  loose 
in  some  manner,  and  tried  to  drop  me  with  a  bullet  when 
I  came  back  to  the  place  to  take  them  over  to  our  camp, 
which  is  below  here  half  a  mile.  I  managed  to  draw  a  bead 
on  one  of  them,  and  that  left  only  three  of  them.” 

“Yes,”  nodded  Haines,  “you  are  Young  Wild  West,  ain’t 
you  ?” 

“Yes;  that’s  my  name.” 

“They  said  you  was  after  ’em.  But  I  didn’t  know  who 
you  was,  so  I  let  ’em  go,  especially  as  I  made  a  good  pile  of 
money  by  doin’  it.” 

“Then  you  are  a  fellow  who  is  out  after  the  coin?” 

“Every  time !” 

“What  is  your  name?” 

“Dick  Haines,  an’  I  hail  from  Denver,  which  is  ther 
town  where  I  first  seed  ther  light.” 

“You  say  you  are  after  money  every  time,”  spoke  up 
the  duke.  “Noav,  I  tell  you  what  I  will  do:  If  you  catch 
those  three  men  I’ll  give  you  a  thousand  dollars.” 

“That  wouldn’t  be  enough  money,  my  friend.  I’d  have 
to  run  a  putty  big  risk  to  do  it,  you  knoAV.  They’d  be  on 
ther  lookout  if  they  seen  me  cornin’  this  time.” 

Young  Wild  West  had  been  studying  the  man  carefully 
wliile  the  conA^ersation  had  been  going  on,  and  he  had  about 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  the  fellow  Avas  nothing  short 
of  a  villain,  and  that  he  was  lying  about  as  fast  as  a  horse 
could  trot. 

“Mr.  Haines,”  he  said,  “I  guess  the  best  thing  you  can 
do  is  to  go  with  us  to  our  camp  and  liaA^e  breakfast  Avith  us.” 

“No,  thankee!”  Aras  the  retort.  “I’d  rather  be  by  my¬ 
self.  I’m  a  peculiar  critter  that  way.” 

“But  I  insist  that  you  go  and  have  breakfast  with  us!” 

“Can’t  help  it.  I’m  sorry  to  say  that  I’ve  got  to  de¬ 
cline  your  pressing  invitation.” 

“Isn’t  there  anything  that  would  induce  you  to  accept 
it?” 
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“Nope!  Nothin’  could  make  me  change  my  mind.” 
“How  about  tills?”  and  Wild  suddenly  pulled  a  shooter 
and  let  the  muzzle  point  towaixl  him. 

Haines  gave  a  start. 


THE  RUSSIAN  DUKE. 


CHAPTER  XI. 


THE  DUKE  TALKS  ABOUT  LOVE. 


He  had  not  understood  what  the  calm,  easy  way  of  speak¬ 
ing  the  boy  had  meant. 

“That  looks  as  though  you  mean  fight,  youngster!”  he 
said,  his  eyes  flasliing  dangerously. 

Then  he  slid  his  liand  into  the  pocket  of  his  coat,  and, 
divining  his  intention.  Wild  fired  right  at  the  pocket. 

With  a  hovv^l  of  pain,  Haines  pulled  his  hand  out,  and  as 
he  did  so  a  revolver  came  with  it  and  landed  on  the  ground 
a  dozen  feet  away ! 

“Y''ou  were  going  to  drop  me  from  your  pocket,  were 
you?”  queried  Y'oung  Wild  West,  smiling  as  though  he  was 
in  the  best  of  humors.  “Mr.  Haines,  do  you  know  that  I 
have  a  way  of  reading  people  and  finding  out  what  they  are  ? 
I  have  studied  you  carefully,  and  I  have  come  to  the  con¬ 
clusion  that  you  are  a  pretty  sharp  sort  of  a  rascal.  If  you 
had  decided  to  go  to  our  camp  willingly  you  wouldn’t  have 
had  a  finger  shot  off.  Y'on  shouldn’t  try  to  tell  lies  to 

me,  for  I  am  used  to  meeting  just  the  sort  of  fellows  you 
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are.  Now,  then,  if  you  will  allow  me,  I  will  bind  up  your 
hand  for  you,  and  then  we  will  go  over  to  our  camp  and 
have  breakfast.” 

“You’re  as  cool  a  hand  as  I  ever  met !”  exclaimed  Haines, 
who  was  not  a  coward,  by  any  means.  JAVhat  j^ou  say 
goes,  I  reckon,  I  shall  be  glad  to  have  yer  tie  up  my  hand, 
an’  then  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  tell  ihe  what’s  required 
of  me.” 

“Y^'ou  are  talking  wise  now,”  laughed  our  hero,  as  he 
took  the  fellow’s  handkerchief  and  proceeded  to  tie  up  the 
wound. 

The  forefinger  had  been  completely  shot  off  at  the  first 
joint,  and  the  blood  was  flowing  freely. 

“Who’s  goin’  to  bring  my  horse  over?”  asked  the  villain, 
as  he  moved  toward  the  boat. 

“I’ll  do  that.  The  duke  will  row  you  over  with  the  ducks. 
I’ll  just  relieve  you  of  that  other  shooter,  first,  though. 
Now,  get  in  and  sit  down  in  the  stern,  and  be  sure  that 
you  behave  yourself.” 

“I  reckon  I  know  what  to  do,”  was  the  reply. 

“I  think  so,  too!” 

The  boat  was  pushed  off  and  the  duke  started  to  row  for 
the  camp. 

Then  Wild  walked  over  to  where  the  horse  of  Haines 
was  tied,  and  mounting,  rode  along  at  a  good  gait. 

He  wanted  to  get  to  the  camp  ahead  of  the  boat  to  let 
the  men  know  what  had  happened. 

The  horse  traveled  quickly. 

In  a  very  few  minutes  he  got  there,  and  .seeing  him  on 
horseback,  Charlie  and  Jim  were  much  surprised. 

“Why,  here  is  Wild!”  exclaimed  Jim. 

“What  in  blazes  is  ther  matter?”  demanded  the  scout. 

“The  duke  has  got  a  prisoner  in  the  boat,”  was  the  re¬ 
ply.  “1  took  the  fellow’s  horse  and  came  over.” 

Just  then  they  heard  a  splashing  sound  out  on  the  lake, 
and  then  the  duke’s  voice  rang  out  in  a  cry  for  help! 


Wild  led  the  way  to  the  shore  of  the  lake,  and  saw  the 
duke  floundering  in  the  water  as  a  distance  of  perhaps  a 

hundred  yards  from  the  bank. 

Haines  sat  in  the  stern  of  the  boat  exactly  as  he  had 

been  when  the  start  was  made, 

“One  of  ther  oars  slipped  an’  he  fell  overboard!”  called 
out  the  villain.  “I  can’t  help  him  an}",  ’cause  my  finger  is 
Weedin’  so.” 

A  smile  went  up  from  those  on  the  shore  as  they  saw 
the  duke  find  the  bottom  with  his  feet  and  wade  back  to 
the  boat. 

They  could  easily  imagine  how  it  had  happened. 

“I  had  an  idea  that  the  man  had  knocked  the  duke  over¬ 
board,”  said  Wild,  as  they  walked  back  to  the  camp.  “M  ell, 
I’ll  help  him  get  in  as  soon  as  he  gets  the  boat  a  little 
nearer.” 

He  got  his  lariat,  and  coiling  it  ready  to  throw,  walked 
back  to  the  water’s  edge. 

The  duke  had  been  unable  to  get  in  the  boat,  but  was 
bravely  pushing  it  for  the  nearest  shore. 

“That’s  it !”  exclaimed  Wild.  “Can’t  vou  swim,  Duke?” 

“No,”  was  the  reply.  “I  was  pretty  badly  frightened 
till  I  fohnd  I  could  touch  bottom.  But  I  am  all  right 
now.  I  can’t  get  any  more  wet,  you  know.” 

“I  couldn’t  help  him  any,”  spoke  up  Haines.  “If  I  don’t 
hold  my  hand  jest  so  I’ll  bleed  to  death.” 

“We’ll  stop  the  blood  presently,”  replied  our  hero,  and 
then  seeing  that  there  was  no  need  in  throwing  out  a  line, 
he  tossed  the  lariat  on  the  ground  and  waited  for  the  boat 
to  get  there. 

The  duke  got  it  to  the  bank  in  pretty  quick  time,  show¬ 
ing  that  he  was  quite  anxious  to  get  out  of  the  water. 

He  was  rather  sheepish  looking  when  he  got  upon  the 
bank. 


“I  was  more  scared  then  than  I  was  when  the  mountain 
lion  came  near  leaping  on  me,”  he  said. 

“Well,  if  you  had  known  how  to  swim  you  would  not  have 
been  a  bit  frightened,”  was  the  replv.  “That  ouerht  to  be  i 
a  lesson  for  yon  to  learn.  Every  man  or  boy  ought  to 
know  how  to  sw’^im.  You  can  t  tell  what  time  the  knowl¬ 
edge  might  be  of  service  to  you.” 

The  water  is  a  little  cold  to  start  in  to  learn  now",” 
and  as  the  nobleman’s  teeth  were  beginning  to  ciiattor,  it 
was  evident  that  he  w"as  correct  in  the  assm'tion. 

WJiile  he  was  in  the  tent  changing  his  clothing  Wild  got  ! 

out  a  small  leather  case  and  produced  some  salve  and 
ointment. 


In  a  few  minutes  he  had  bound  the  w*ound  of  the  wretch 
who  had  brought  the  trouble  upon  himself  bv  his  sly  move 
to  shoot  the  bov. 

It  seems  to  me  that  you  treat  a  feller  puttv  goovl,  after 
he  was  iryin'  to  down  you.”  he  ivinarked,  as  one  of  the  ttu  u 
hand^  him  a  flask  containing  liquor. 
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“Tho  losing  of  your  finger  punished  you  enough  for  the 
present,  1  guess,”  answertxt  Wild.  “When  1  shot  I  didn’t 
care  what  part  of  your  hand  1  hit;  I  did  it  to  keep  you 
from  firing  at  me.”  * 

“Well,  Em  glad  that  you  shot  afore  I  got  ther  chance 
to;  I  don't  care  whether  you  believe  it  or  not.” 

“Oh I  It  is  just  possible  that  you  might  mean  it. 
Worse  people  than  you  are  have  told  the  truth,  I  guess.” 

"^Do  you  think  so?  Well,  I’m  glad  you  do.  Now,  I’ll 
tell  you  ther  whole  truth  about  ther  men  you  are  lookin’ 
fur/'  • 

He  did,  too,  starting  right  in  from  the  time  he  had  been 
hiding  in  the  bushes  when  the  four  villains  were  captured 
by  Wild  and  Charlie. 

“  When  I  said  they  was  headin’  for  Deadwood  ther  last  I 
•seen  of  ’em  I  told  the  truth,”  he  wound  up.'  “Now,  then, 
I  don't  care  how  soon  3’ou  ketch  ’em.  They  ain’t  nothin’ 
to  me,  anyhow',  an’  I  never  calculated  to  stick  by  ’em.  I 
wouldn’t  keep  in  ther  company  of  sicli  miserable  cowards 
very  long,  anyhow'.” 

The  men  from  the  settlement  had  Just  finished  their 
breakfast,  and  were  ready  to  start  after  the  three  scoun¬ 
drels. 

They  had  been  listening  to  wdiat  Haines  said  wdth  in¬ 
terest,  and  when  he  had  finished  one  of  them  turned  to 
Wild,  and  remarked:  ^ 

“Are  3'ou  goin’  wdth  us  to  hunt  ’em  down,  Mr.  West?” 

“I  hardly  think  it  is  necessarj',”  replied  the  boy.  “They 
haven’t  got  more  than  an  hour’s  start,  and  you  ought  to 
run  them  dowm  before  night  by  keeping  at  it.” 

“'’Come  on,  you  feller!  x\in’t  you  goin’  w'ith  us?” 

The  last  w'as  said  to  Haines,  who  was  busily  engaged  in 
eating  his  breakfast. 

“Ask  Young  Wild  West,”  the  man  answered. 

“Yes;  you  had  better  take  him  along  to  follow  the  trail,” 
spoke  up  Wild.  “We  have  no  use  for  him  around  here. 
We  came  out  to  hunt  and  enjoy  ourselves  a  little.” 

So  Haines  was  forced  to  mount  his  horse  and  ride  along 
with  the  party. 

As  soon  as  they  had  gone  Jim  Dart  set  about  to  cook 
a  few  extras,  as  they  had  not  eaten  anything  yet. 

It  took  the  duke  some  time  to  make  his  toilet,  and  when 
he  came  out  of  the  tent  to  sit  dow'n  to  the  meal  he  looked 
as  neat  as  a  pin. 

“I  don’t  think  that  bath  hurt  me  any,  even  if  the  water 
was  pretty  cold,”  he  observed.  “It  -vras  very  humiliating, 
though,  for  I  am  sure  you  w'ere  all  laughing  at  me — very 
sure  that  you  w'ere  laughing.” 

“Well,  if  w'e  were  it  was  only  natural,  wnisn’t  it?”  Wild 
asked.  “Don’t  get  offended  owr  it,  but  wLen  you  get  the 
-opportunity,  learn  to  swim,  by  all  means.” 

“I  will  do  so,  Wild,  You  may  depend  upon  it  that  my 
ducking  ihi.-:  morning  has  taught  me  a  lesson.” 

After  breakfast  they  got  their  lines  in  order,  and  the 
balance  of  the  day  w'as  spent  in  fishing. 

The  Ku?  dan  duke  proved  to  be  the  most  expert  fisherman, 
and  he  felt  -o  gwl  over  it  that  he  forgot  all  about  the  un- 
incident  of  the  early  morning. 


That  night  they  had  what  might  be  termed  an  A-1  sup¬ 
per. 

Broiled  duck,  fried  fish,  baked  potatoes,  hard  tack  and 
coffee ! 

The  hungry  mortal  who  could  not  go  that  bill  of  fare 
should  never  attempt  to  rough  it  on  the  plains  and  moun¬ 
tains. 

“Do  you  know,”  said  the  duke,  as  he  rolled  a  cigarette 
after  the  meal  was  over,  “I^  think  the  prettiest  girl  I  ever 
met  is  the  one  we  saved  from  those  villains  last  night.” 

“When  a  man  is  at  peace  with  the  whole  world,  which 
means  that  he  has  got  a  full  stomach  and  nothing  to  bother 
him,  he  is  apt  to  turn  to  thoughts  of  love,”  said  Dart, 
winking  at  Wild  and  the  scout, 

“Nonsense!  Don’t  talk  that  way!”  exclaimed  the  duke. 
“Can’t  I  say  that  a  girl  is  beautiful  without  being  in  love 
with  her  ?” 

“Oh,  3^es !  But — well,  I  know  how  it  is  myself,  Duke,” 

“Miss  De  Pew  tells  me  that  she  comes  of  one  of  the  best 
families  of  New  York  State,”  ’  resumed  the  nobleman. 
“She  is  intelligent  and  quite  refined,  as  well  as  very  hand¬ 
some — remarkably  handsome,  I  should  say.” 

“Well,  if  she  was  born  and  reared  here  in  the  West  she 
is  worthy  of  being  the  wife  of  the  best  man  in  the  world!” 
remarked  Wild,  as  he  lighted  a  cigar  and  took  up  an  easy 
position  near  the  brightly  burning  fire. 

“That’s  right!”  chimed  in  Cheyenne  Charlie. 

“Do  you  know,”  and  the  duke  put  on  a  very  serious  air, 
“my  father  took  pains  to  caution  me  not  to*  fall  in  love 
with  any  of  the  American  beauties  w'hen  I  came  to  this 
country,  and  I  told  him  I  thought  there  was  little  danger 
of  my  doing  so.” 

“That  was  because  you  had  never  met  a  girl  that  you 
could  fall  in  love  with,  I  suppose,  and  you  did  not  know 
what  the  feeling  was,”  nodded  Wild. 

“You  are  right,  I  guess.  I  might  as  well  tell  you  frankly 
that  I  have  taken  a  deep  interest  in  Delia  De  Pew.  The 
only  thing  that  bothers  me  is  that  she  is  without  a  title.” 

“A  title!”  echoed  Charlie.  “We  don’t  have  titles  here. 
Every  man  is  a  king  in  this  countr}',  so  long  as  he  is  honest 
and  true  to  his  country.” 

“I  know  thht,”  the  duke  answered,  hastily,  thinldng  he 
had  said  something  that  offended  the  scout.  “It  is  not 
for  myself  that  I  care;  it  is  for  my  relatives.  If  I  marry 
a  young  lady  who  came  out  of  the  wilds  of  America  and  had 
never  held  any  position  in  society  they  would  be  apt  to 
scorn  me.” 

“And  what  would  you  do  then?”  asked  Jim,  who  saw 
plainly  that  the  nobleman  had  been  smitten  by  the  charms 
of  the  De  Pew  girl. 

“What  would  I  do  in  a  case  of  that  kind?  Well,  I  will 
tell  you  'what  1  would  do.  I  would  drop  the  title  of  duke, 
and  come  over  to  this  country  to  live!” 

“Nobly  spoken  !”  exelaimed  Young  Wild  West,  springing 
up  and  catching  the  dnkc  by  the  hand. 

“I  may  be  a  foreign  nobleman,  but  I  like  the  ways  of 
this  country,”  retorted  the  duke.  “If  I  should  take  it  in 
my  head  to  marry  an  American  girl  I  would  do  it !” 
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that  she’s  good  enough  for  you  to  marry,  go  ahead  an’ 
marry  her !”  declared  Cheyenne  Charlie. 

“Well,”  and  the  duke  looked  thoughtful,  “I  don’t  know 
whether  she  would  agree  to  marry  me.  I  have  never  even 
hinted  at  such  a  thing.  I  had  a  good  long  talk  with  her 
while  riding  over  to  the  settlement  last  night,  but  there 
was  no  such  conversation  as  that  carried  on.  There  were 
other  things  that  I  talked  about.  I  sympaihized  with  her 
in  her  bereavement,  and  she  seemed  to  appreciate  it.” 

“I  suppose  you  will  go  over  to  the  settlement  and  see 
her  before  you  leave  these  parts,  then?” 

“Yes;  I  expect  to  go  over  there  to-morrow.  And  then 
I  want  to  stop  there  on  our  way  back.” 

“On  our  way  back!  Why,  we  wasn’t  coming  back  this 
way,  was  we.  Wild?”  said  the  scout. 

“We  will  go  back  the  way  the  duke  says,”  was  the  reply. 
“He  is  paying  for  the  trip,  and  he  should  have  his  way  in 
the  matter.” 

“That  settles  that!”  exclaimed  the  duke,  looking  at 
Charlie  in  triumph. 

Our  friends  had,  from  the  start,  acted  very  familiar  with 
him,  and  they  now  talked  to  him  as  they  would  have  done 
to  any  one  they  had  known  for  years. 

The  fact  of  his  being  a  Russian  peer  did  not  affect  them 
in  the  least. 

Jim  was  inclined  to  plague  the  duke  about  the  girl,  and 
he  kept  the  subject  going  for  an  hour  or  more. 

Just  as  they  got  upon  another  topic  they  heard  the  sounds 
of  approaching  horsemen. 

“Here  comes  ther  men  from  ther  settlement !”  exclaimed 
the  scout,  while  our  hero  held  the  Newfoundland  by  the 
collar  to  keep  him  from  running  out  and  bothering  them. 

They  all  picked  up  their  rifles,  however,  as  they  were  not 
sure  who  might  be  coming,  and  experience  had  taught  them 
to  always  be  on  the  lookout  for  danger. 

But  the  next  minute  the  voice  of  the  leader  of  the  men 
who  had  breakfasted  with  them  called  out  to  them,  and  told 
them  that  they  had  caught  the  three  villains. 

“Good!”  exclaimed  Wild.  “Bring  them  in  and  let  us 
have  a  look  at  them.” 

The  next  minute  Perry  Peters  and, the  two  herders  were 
brought  for^vard  into  the  light  of  the  camp  fire. 

They  were  all  pretty  pale  with  fright,  but  none  of  them 
acted  as  though  they  had  given  up  hope. 

“Well,  Mr.  Perry  Peters,”  said  Wild,  addressing  the 
pickpocket,  “you  see  what  your  greed  for  diamonds  has 
brought  you  to.  If  you  had  remained  in  New  York,  in¬ 
stead  of  making  up  your  mind  to  follow  the  Russian  duke 
and  steal  his  diamonds,  you  would  have  been  all  right. 
Now,  you  are  going  to  hang  before  another  sunset!” 

“You  ain’t  got  no  right  to  hang  me!”  retorted  the  vil¬ 
lain.  “I  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  shooting  of  De  Pew.’’ 

“You  had  all  to  do  with  it !  Charlie,  if  you  and  Jim  will 
look  after  the  camp  the  duke  and  I  will  ride  over  to  the 
settlement  with  the  men.” 

The  two  at  once  agreed  to  remain,  so  Wild  and  the  duke 
were  soon  mounted  and  riding  off  with  the  jiarty. 


CONCLUSION. 

The  honest  population  of  the  little  settlement  of  Pelt 
Centre  was , thoroughly  aroused  over  the  murder  of  De  Pew. 

The  man  had  been  an  industrious  and  good-hearted  citi¬ 
zen,  and  people  hated  to  lose  him  when  he  started  for  the 
gold  diggings. 

But  for  him  to  be  killed  in  such  a  heartless  manner  by 
a  gang  composed  of  three  strangers  and  one  of  their  own 
residents,  made  them  cry  for  revenge. 

And  when  they  heard  that  Thompson  had  fallen  by  a  | 
bullet  fired  by  Young  Wild  West  they  were  not  satisfied.  ^  ^ 

Consequently  when  the  party  rode  in  with  the  three  re¬ 
maining  villains  that  night  there  was  great  excitement. 

As  late  as  it  was,  the  whole  settlement  was  soon  aroused, 
and  while  the  men  cried  for  vengeance  the  women  wept  in 
sympathy  for  the  motherless  girl. 

Seeing  that  the  men  were  liable  to  be  lynched  then  and 
there.  Young  Wild  West  called  out  for  them  to  listen  to  him 
for  a  minute. 

“Men,”  said  he,  “we  have  brought  the  murderers  to  you. 
Now,  wait  until  morning  and  let  the  judge  summon  a  jury 
to  try  them.  There  is  no  mistake  about  their  being  the 
right  ones,  but  they  ought  to  have  a  trial,  for  all  that.” 

“We’ll  try  ’em  right*  now,  then!”  exclaimed  a  man  in 
a  red  shirt,  stepping  forward.  “I  reckon  I  have  ther  honor 
of  bein’  ther  judge  of  this  here  town.” 

Wild  had  no  more  to  say. 

He  was  but  an  outsider,  and  he  did  not  want  to  antago¬ 
nize  the  wishes  of  the  citizens. 

In  less  than  five  minutes  a  jury  had  been  summoned. 

Then  Delia  De  Pew  was  led  forward,  and  in  a  trembling 
voice  told  how  her  father  had  been  shot,  and  how  her 
mother  had  died  from  excitement  and  grief. 

The  three  men  w^ere  then  told  to  make  statements. 

Then  Denny  confessed  to  the  crime,  but  Mugs  and  Peters 
refused  to  admit  that  they  had  anything  to  do  with  the 
crime. 

Then  all  three  begged  for  their  lives. 

The  captors  of  the  men  could  not  have  tied  them  verv 
securely,  for  wdien  they  w^ere  sentenced  to  be  hanged  by  the 
neck  to  the  nearest  tree,  both  Perry  Peters  and  Mugs 
wTenched  their  hands  free  in  some  w'av. 

They  had  not  been  removed  from  the  horses  they  had  bec-n 

tied  to,  and  as  soon  as  they  got  their  hands  free  thev  seized 
the  reins  and  rode  off.  • 

I  eters  was  in  the  lead,  riding  with  a  reckless  desperation 
that  was  born  of  despair. 

The  thing  happened  so  suddenly  that  the  nllaiqs  got  a 
good  start  before  the  excited  crow'd  realized  it. 

One  fellow  leveled  a  revolver  at  them  and  tried  to  head  i 
them  off,  but  ]\rugs  very  deftly  caught  the  weapon  from  his  ^ 
hand,  and  trampled  him  beneath  the  horse's  Rvt. 

It  was  one  of  the  (loldest  attempts  to  esca{v  Young  Wild 
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Wo<:  had  even  and  had  it  not  been  for  his  ready  ^Yit 

V 

the  sconndivls  might  have  got  away. 

He  was  on  the  back  of  his  sorrel  instantly,  and  the  duke 
quickly  followed  his  example. 

The  next  moment  the  two  were  in  hot  pursuit,  while  the 
men  who  had  captured  the  prisoners  mounted  as  quickly 
as  they  could  and  started  after  them. 

Wild  rapidly  overtook  the  two  men. 

He  had  his  lariat  with  him,  and  getting  it  in  readiness, 
he  forged  ahead. 

Swish ! 

The  lariat  flew  through  the  air  and  settled  about  the 
waist  of  Peters. 

The  next  instant  he  was  lying  on  the  ground  in  a  con¬ 
fused  heap. 

At  this  Mugs  began  firing  with  the  revolver  he  had  seized 
from  the  man  his  horse  had  knocked  down. 

The  bullets  began  to  fly  about  the  heads  of  Wild  and  the 
duke. 

Then  it  was  that  the  Eussian  leveled  the  long-barreled 
revolver  he  carried,  and  fired  two  shots  in  quick  succession. 

There  was  a  sharp  cry  of  mortal  agony,  and  Mugs  threw 
up  his  hands  and  fell  over  back  on  his  horse. 

His  ankles  being  tied  beneath  the  animal  he  could  not 
fall  the  ground. 

But  the  force  of  the  tightened  lariat  had  loosen^  the 
knots  that  held  Peters  to  the  horse,  and  he  had  been  yanked 
off  in  a  jifl'y. 

‘'You  did  nobly,  Duke!”  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West, 
as  he  saw  that  there  would  be  no  need  of  hanging  Mugs. 
“You  picked  him  off  nicely.” 

“That  is  the  first  time  I  ever  shot  a  man,”  was  the  reply. 
“But  I  felt  that  he  would  shoot  one  of  us  if  I  didn’t,  so  I 
aimed  as  strmght  as  I  could  and  fired.” 

They  had  come  to  a  halt  now,  and  taking  qinother  hitch 
about  the  body  of  Peters,  Wild  pulled  him  till  he  got  upon 
his  feet. 

“Come  on !”  he  exclaimed.  “They  want  you  back  there. 
It  is  not  exactly  to  my  liking  to  lead  a  man  to  his  doom, 
but  it  must  be  done  in  this  instance.  You  brought  it  all  on 
yourself,  and.  it  would  not  do  to  let  you  live.” 

“Mercy!”  gasped  the  villain. 

“You  had  no  mercy  when  you  put  up  the  job  to  kill  an 
innocent  man,  did  you?  Xow,  how  can  you  expect  any? 
It  is  impossible  for  you  to  be  saved.  You  have  been  con¬ 
demned  to  die,  and  even  if  the  president  were  here  he  could 
not  save  you !” 

That  was  all  Young  Wild  IVest  could  say 'to  him,  for 
the  crowd  came  and  dragged  the  wTctch  away. 

Five  minutes  later  two  bodies  were  hanging  to  a  tree  in 
front  of  the  supply  store. 

They  were  those  of  Perry  Peters  and  the  cattle  herder, 
Denny. 

Wild  and  the  duke  concluded  to  remain  in  the  settlement 

till  morning. 

They  had  no  trouble  in  finding  accommodations  at  the 
one  hotel  in  the  place,  and  though  he  had  all  liis  diamonds 
with  him,  the  Ku.ssian  duke  was  not  afraid  of  losing  them. 


Aoung  Wild  YYst  and  the  duke  had  made  themselves 
heroes  in  the  eyes  of  the  people. 

The  next  morning  the  duke  had  a  long  talk  with  pretty 
Delia  De  Pew  and  her  uncle,  with  whom  she  had  taken  up 
her  residence. 

From  that  time  out  he  lost  all  interest  in  hunting. 

But  he  w^ould  not  break  up  the  camp. 

Wlieii  a  week  had  passed  he  went  over  to  the  settlement 
one  day,  and  came  back  in  the  afternoon  accompanied  by 
Delia  De  Pew. 

Though  the  girl  was  in  mourning  she  m.ade  a  very  at¬ 
tractive  figure  on  the  horse. 

“Wild,”  said  the  duke,  “where  is  the  nearest  place  we 
can  find  a  clergyman?” 

“What !”  cried  our  hero.  “So  soon?  I  had  an  idea  you 
were  going  to  do  it,  providing  Miss  De  Pew  was  willing, 
but  I  did  not  think  it  would  be  so  soon.” 

The  girl  blushed. 

“I  congratulate  you  both!”  and  he  took  off  his  hat  in 
true  Western  style. 

“But  you  haven’t  answered  my  question.  Wild,”  the  duke 
went  on  to  say.  “How  about  the  clergyman?” 

“AVell,  there  might  be  one  a  little  nearer,  but  I  think  the 
best  place  to  have  a  marriage  take  place  would  be  over  in 
Weston.” 

“That  is  a  pretty  long  ride.” 

“Ko,  it  isn’t!”  spoke  up  the  bride-to-be.  “We  could 
start  at  four  in  the  morning,  and  get  there  easily  before 
night.” 

“Well,  it  will  be  in  Weston,  then!”  exclaimed  the  duke. 
“Break  up  camp  and  come  back  to  Pelt  Centre,  boys !  To¬ 
morrow  morning  we  will  start  for  Weston.  Hurrah !  I  am 
the  happiest  man  in  the  world  !” 

“YHiy,  you  haven’t  seen  anything  in  the  line  of  hunting 
in  the  AYest,  yet,”  spoke  up  Jim. 

“I  have  seen  enough  for  the  present.  Perhaps  I  will 
be  out  here  again  next  fall,  and  then  we  can  finish  the 
hunt.” 

There  was  no  use  in  talking  to  him  about  hunting. 

The  duke  had  fallen  in  love,  and  that  settled  the  hunting 
trip. 

The  couple  rode  away  for  the  settlement  a  little  while 
after  that,  so  our  three  friends  got  ready  to  leave. 

They  packed  up  the  things  they  had  brought  with  them 
and  set  out  for  the  settlement  about  an  hour  behind  the 
duke,  leaving  the  boat  there. 

“I  am  going  to  see  the  storekeeper  and  ask  him  how 
much  he  will  give  us  for  the  boat,”  said  AAhld.  “It  is  ours, 
you  know,  from  the  fact  that  we  do  not  return  it.” 

“That’s  right.  He  was  to  keep  the  whole  amount  you 
paid  him  in  case  the  boat  was  not  returned,”  replied  Jim. 

AAJien  they  got  to  Pelt  Centre  they  dismounted  and  went 
into  the  store. 

“Did  you  bring  the  boat  back?”  asked  the  man,  when  he 
heard  that  they  were  going  to  leave  the  next  morning. 

“Ko;  it  is  down  there  near  our  camp.  How  much  will 
you  give  us  for  it?” 
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‘‘How  much  will  1  give  you  for  it?  Why,  it  is  rny  boat.’’ 

“No;  it  isn’t.  Jf  we  failed  to  bring  it  back  you  were  to 
keep  all  the  money  1  paid  in  deposit.  Now,  we  haven’t 
brought  it  back.” 

“Of  course  not!” 

The  storekeeper  saw  the  point,  so  he  handed  back  seventy- 
five  dollars,  and  then  despatched  a  man  after  the  boat,  j 

“This  money  will  do  to  buy  the  boys  in  Weston  cigars 
when  the  duke’s  wedding  takes  place,”  observed  our  hero, 
with  a  laugh. 

The  next  day,  just  before  sunset,  quite  a  little  procession 
filed  into  Weston. 

THE 


It  was  made  up  of  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Uustian* 
duke,  and  a  number  of  friends. 

Several  couples  had  come  over  from  the  settlement  to  see 
the  orphan  girl  married,  and  when  the  happy  event  took 
place  that  night,  she  received  the  hearty,  congratulations 
of  the  crowd. 

j  It  was  not  so  common,  in  those  days,  as  it  is  now  for 
American  girls  to  marry  dukes  and  the  like. 

But  the  day  the  duke  took  his  departure  with  his  bride 
he  assured  Young  Wild  West  that  he  had  thoroughly  en¬ 
joyed  the  hunting  trip,  and  that  it  had  been  a  lively  time 
on  mountain  and  plain. 

END. 
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164  Fred  Fearnot’s  “New  Wild  West”  ;  or,  Astonishing  the  Old  East 

165  Fred  Fearnot  in  Russia ;  or,  Banished  by  the  Czar. 

166  Fred  Fe'arnot  in  Turkey  ;  or,  Defying  the  Sultan. 

167  Fred  Fearnot  in  Vienna;  or,  The  Trouble  on  the  Danube. 

168  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Kaiser ;  or,  In  the  Royal  Palace  at  Berlin. 

169  Fred  Fearnot  in  Ireland  ;  or.  Watched  by  the  Constabulary. 

170  Fred  Fearnot  Homeward  Bound ;  or.  Shadowed  by  Scotland 

Yard. 

171  Fred  Fearnot’s  Justice ;  or.  The  Champion  of  the  School  Marm, 

172  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Gypsies ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Stolen 

Child. 

173  Fred  Fearnot’s  Silent  Hunt ;  or.  Catching  the  “Green  Goods” 

Men. 

174  Fred  Fearnot’s  Big  Day ;  or.  Harvard  and  Yale  at  New  Era. 

175  Fred  Fearnot  and  “The  Doctor”  ;  or,  The  Indian  Medicine  Fakir. 

176  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Lynchers ;  or.  Saving  a  Girl  Horse  Thief. 

177  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wonderful  Feat ;  or,  The  Taming  of  Black  Beauty. 

178  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Struggle  ;  or,  Downing  a  Senator. 

179  Fred  Fearnot’s  Jubilee;  or,  New  Bra’s  Greatest  Day. 

180  Fred  Fearnot  and  Samson;  or,  “Who  Runs  This  Town?” 

3  81  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Rioters;  or.  Backing  Up  the  Sheriff. 

182  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Stage  Robber;  or,  His  Chase  for  a  Stolen 

Diamond. 

183  Fred  Fearnot  at  Cripple  Creek;  or.  The  Masked  Fiends  of  the 

Mines. 

184  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Vigilantes;  or,  Up  Against  the  Wrong 

Man. 

185  Fred  Fearnot  in  New  Mexico  ;  or.  Saved  by  Terry  Olcott. 

186  Fred  Fearnot  in  Arkansas  ;  or,  The  Queerest  of  All  Adventures. 

187  Fred  Fearnot  in  Montana ;  or,  The  Dispute  at  Rocky  Hill. 

188  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Mayor ;  or.  The  Trouble  at  Snapping 

Shoals. 

189  Fred  Fearnot’s  Big  Hunt ;  or,  Camping  on  the  Columbia  River. 

190  Fred  Fearnot’s  Hard  Experience  ;  or.  Roughing  it  at  Red  Gulch. 

191  Fred  Fearnot  Stranded ;  or,  How““Terry  Olcott  Lost  the  Money. 

192  Fred  Fearnot  in  the  Mountains  ;  or.  Held  at-  Bay  by  Bandits. 

193  Fred  Fearnot’s  Terrible  Risk ;  or,  Terry  Olcott’ s  Reckless  Ven¬ 

ture. 

194  Fred  Fearnot’s  Last  Card ;  or,  The  Game  that  Saved  His  Life. 

195  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Professor :  or,  The  Man  Who  Knew  it  All. 

196  Fred  Fearnot’s  Big  Scoop  ;  or.  Beating  a  Thousand  Rivals. 

197  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Raiders ;  or,  Fighting  for  His  Belt. 


198  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Risk  ;  or,  One  Chance  in  a  Thousand. 

199  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  Sleuth  ;  or.  Running  Down  a  Slick  Villain. 

200  Fred  Fearnot’s  New  Deal ;  or,  Working  for  a  Banker. 

201  Fred  Fearnot  in  Dakota ;  or.  The  Little  Combination  Ranch. 

202  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Road  Agents ;  or,  Terry  Olcott’s  Cool 

Nerve. 

203  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Amazon ;  or.  The  Wild  Woman  of  the 

Plains. 

204  Fred  Fearnot’s  Training  School ;  or.  How  to  Make  a  Living. 

205  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Stranger ;  or.  The  Long  Man  who  was 

Short. 

206  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Old  Trapper ;  or.  Searching  for  a  Lost 

Cavern. 

207  Fred  Fearnot  in  Colorado ;  or.  Running  a  Sheep  Ranch. 

208  Fred  Fearnot  at  the  Ball ;  or.  The  Girl  in  the  Green  Mask. 

209  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Duellist ;  or,  The  Man  Who  Wanted  to 

Fight. 

210  Fred  Fearnot  on  the  Stump  ;  or.  Backing  an  Old  Veteran. 

211  Fred  Fearnot’s  New  Trouble  ;  or.  Up  Against  a  Monopoly. 

212  Fred  Fearnot  as  Marshal ;  or,  Commanding  the  Peace. 

213  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Wally” ;  or.  The  Good  Natured  Bully  of 

Badger. 

214  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Miners ;  or.  The  Trouble  At  Coppertown. 

215  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “Blind  Tigers”  ;  or,  :  ore  Ways  Than  One. 

216  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Hindoo ;  or,  The  Wonderful  Juggler  at 

Coppertown. 

217  Fred  Fearnot  Snow  Bound ;  or.  Fun  with  Pericles  Smith. 

218  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Fire  Fight ;  or.  Rescuing  a  Prairie  School. 

219  Fred  Fearnot  in  New  Orleans ;  or.  Up  Against  the  Mafia. 

220  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Haunted  House ;  or.  Unraveling  a  Great 

Mystery.  / 

221  Fred  Fearnot  on  the  Mississippi ;  or.  The  Blackleg’s  Murderous 

Plot. 

222  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wolf  Hunt ;  or,  A  Battle  for  Life  in  the  Dark. 

223  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “Greaser”  ;  or.  The  Fight  to  Death  with 

Lariats. 

224  Fred  Fearnot  in  Mexico  ;  or.  Fighting  the  Revolutionists. 

225  Fred  Fearnot’s  Daring  Bluff ;  or.  The  Nerve  that  Saved  His  Life. 

226  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Grave  Digger ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Ceme¬ 

tery. 

227  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wall  Street  Deal ;  or.  Between  the  Bulls  and  the 

Bears. 

228  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Mr.  Jones” ;  or.  The  Insurance  Man  In 

Trouble. 

229  Fred  Fearnot’s  Big  Gift :  or,  A  Week  at  Old  Avon. 

230  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “Witch”  ;  or.  Exposing  an  Old  Fraud. 

231  Fred  Fearnot’s  Birthday ;  or,  A  Big  Time  at  New  Era. 

232  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Sioux  Chief;  or,  Searching  for  a  Lost 

Girl. 

233  Fred  Fearnot’s  Mortal  Enemy  ;  or.  The  Man  on  the  Black  Horse. 

234  Fred  Fearnot  at  Canyon  Castle ;  or.  Entertaining  His  Friends. 

235  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Commanche ;  or.  Teaching  a  Redskin  a 

Lesson. 

236  Fred  Fearnot  Suspected ;  or.  Trailed  by  a  Treasury  Sleuth. 

237  Bh’ed  Fearnot  and  the  Promoter ;  or.  Breaking  Up  a  Big  Scheme. 

238  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Old  Grizzly”  ;  or.  The  Man  Who  Didn’t  Know. 

239  Fred  Fearnot’s  Rough  Riders ;  or.  Driving  Out  the  Squatters. 

240  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Black  Fiend;  or.  Putting  Down  a  Riot. 

24  1  Fred  Fearnot  in  Tennessee;  or.  The  Demon  of  the  Mountains. 

24  2  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “Terror;”  or.  Calling  Down  a  Bad  Man. 

24  3  Fred  Fearnot  in  West  Virginia;  or.  Helping  the  Revenue  Agents. 

2  4  4  Fred  Fearnot  and  His  Athletes;  or,  A  Great  Charity  Tour. 

24  5  Fred  Fearnot’s  Strange  Adventure;  or,  The  Queer  Old  Man  of  the 
Mountain. 

24  6  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  League;  or,  Up  Against  a  Bad  Lot. 

24  7  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wonderful  Race;  or.  Beating  a  Horse  on  Foot. 

24  8  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Wrestler;  or,  Throwing  a  Great  Champion. 


For  Sale  by  All  ITewsdealers,  or  will  be  Sent  to  Any  Address  on  Eeceipt  of  Price,  5  Cents  per  Copy,  by 


FBANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

of  our  Libraries  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Cut  out  and  fill 
in  the  following  Order  Blank  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  books  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  re¬ 
turn  mail.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 


FPiAXK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 

Dear  Sir — Enclosed  find . cents  for  which  please  send  me: 

. . .  .copies  of  WORK  AND  WIN,  Nos . 

WILD  WEST  WEEKLY,  Nos . 

FRANK  READE  WEEKLY,  Nos... 

....  ‘^  PLUCK  AND  LUCK,  Nos . 

....  «  SECRET  SPhtVICP;  Nos . 

....  “  THE  LIRIHCTY  ROYS  OF  ’76,  Nos 

“  Tcn-Ccnt  Hand  Books,  Nos . 

Street  and  No 


190 


Town 


State 


i 


A  ^  eekly  Magazine  containing  Stories  of  the  American  Revolntion. 


By  HARRY  MOORE. 


These  stories  are  based  on  actual  facts  and  give  a  faithful  I 
account  of  the  exciting  adventures  of  a  brave  band  of  American  , 
youths  who  were  always  ready  and  willing  to  imperU  their  lives  f 
for  the  sake  of  helping  along  the  gallant  cause  of  Independence.  i 
Every  number  will  consist  of  32  large  pages  of  reading  matter,  = 
bound  in  a  beautiful  colored  cover. 


LATEST  ISSUES: 


60  The  Liberty  Boys  Bombarded;  or,  A  Very  Warm  Time. 

61  The  Liberty  Boys’  Sealed  Orders ;  or,  Going  it  Blind. 

62  The  Liberty  Boys’  Daring  Stroke ;  or,  With  “Light-Horse  Harry 

63  The^LiblrtrB?y?Lively  Times ;  or,  Here,  There  and  Everywhere 

64  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Lone  Hand” ;  or.  Fighting  Against  Great 

6*^  The  Liberty  Boys’  Mascot ;  or,  The  Idol  of  the  Company. 

66  Thl  LibiSy  Boys’  Wrath  ;  or.  Going  for  the  Redcoats  Roughshod. 

67  The  Liberty  Boys’  Battle  for  Life ;  or.  The  Hardest  Struggle  of 

All 

68  The  Liberty  Boys’  Lost;  or.  The  Trap  That  Did  Not  _Work. 

69  The  liberty  Boys^ “Jonah”;  or.  The  Youth  Who  “Queered”  Everythmg. 

70  The  Liberty  Boys’  Decoy;  or,  BaiUng  the  British. 

71  The  Liberty  Boys  Lured ;  or.  The  Snare  the  Enemy  Set. 

72  The  Liberty  Boys’  Ransom;  or,  In  the  Hands  of  the  Tory  Outlaws. 

73  The  Liberty  Boys  as  Sleuth-H  unds ;  or,  Trailing  Benedict  Ar- 

74  The'^Li^erty  Boys  “Swoop” ;  or,  Scattering  the  Redcoats  Like 

Phfiff 

75  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Hot  Time”;  or.  Lively  Work  in  Old  Virginia. 

76  The  Liberty  Boys’  Daring  Scheme ;  or,  Their  Plot  to  Capture  the 

77  T’de^^Liberty  Boys’  Bold  Move ;  or.  Into  the  Enemy’s  Country. 

78  The  Liberty  Boys’  Beacon  Light ;  or.  The  Signal  on  the  Mountain. 

79  The  Liberty  Boys’  Honor;  or.  The  Promise  That  Was  Kep^t. 

'80  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Ten  Strike”  ;  or.  Bowling  the  British  Over. 

81  The  Liberty  Boys’  Gratitude,  and  How  they  Showed  It. 

82  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  Georgia  Giant ;  or,  A  Hard  Man  to 

83  The  Liberty  Boys’  Dead  Line ;  or,  “Cross  it  if  You  Dare !” 

84  The  Liberty  Boys  “Hoo-Dooed”  ;  or.  Trouble  at  Every  Turn. 

85  The  Liberty  Boys’  Leap  for  Life ;  or.  The  Light  that  Led  Them. 

86  The  Liberty  Boys’  Indian  Friend;  or,  '^e  Red.^in  who  Fought  for 

Independence. 

87  The  Liberty  Boys  “Going  it  Blind”  ;  o.  Taking  Big  Chances. 

88  The  Liberty  Boys’  Black  Band;  or,  Bumfling  th/*^ British  Hard. 

89  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Hurry  Call” ;  or,  A  Wild"  Dash  to  Save  a 

Friend. 

90  The  Liberty  Boys’  Guardian  Angel ;  or.  The  Beautiful  Maid  of  the 

91  The  Liberty  Boys’  Brave  Stand;  or.  Set  Back  but  Not  Defeated. 

92  The  Liberty  Boys  “Treed”  ;  or.  Warm  Work  in  the  Tall  Timber. 

93  The  Liberty  Boys’  Dare;  or.  Backing  the  British  Down. 

94  The  Liberty  Boys’  Best  Blows ;  or.  Beating  the  British  at  Benning¬ 

ton. 

95  The  Liberty  Boys  in  New  Jersey ;  or.  Boxing  the  Ears  of  the  Brit¬ 

ish  Lion. 

96  The  Liberty  Boys’  Daring;  or.  Not  Afraid  of  Anything, 

97  The  Liberty  Boys’  Long  March ;  or,  The  Move  that  Puzzled  the 

British.  „  „  . 

98  The  Liberty  Boys’  Bold  Front ;  or.  Hot  Times  on  Harlem  Heights. 


99  The  Liberty  Boys  in  New  York;  or,  Helping  to  Hold  the  Great 

City. 

100  The  Liberty  Boys’  Big  Risk;  or.  Ready  to  Take  Chances. 

101  The  Liberty  Boys’  Drag-Net;  or,  Hauling  the  Redcoats  In. 

102  The  Liberty  Boys’  Lightning  Work ;  or,  Too  Fast  for  the  British. 

103  The  Liberty  Boys’  Lucky  Blunder;  or,  The  Mistake  that  Helped 

Them.  „  . 

104  The  Liberty  Boys’  Shrewd  Trick ;  or.  Springing  a  Big  Surprise. 

105  The  Liberty  Boys’  Cunning ;  or.  Outwitting  the  Enemy. 

106  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Big .  Hit”  ;  or.  Knocking  the  Redcoats  Out, 

107  The  Liberty  Boys  “Wild  Irishman” ;  or,  A  Lively  Lad  from 

Dublin. 

108  The  Liberty  Boys’  Surprise ;  or.  Not  Just  What  They  Were  Look¬ 

ing  For. 

109  The  Liberty  Boys’  Treasure;  or,  A  Lucky  Find, 

110  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Trouble ;  or,  A  Bad  Run  of  Luck. 

111  'The  Liberty  Boys’  Jubilee ;  or,  A  Great  Day  for  the  Great  Cause 

112  The  Liberty  Boys  Cornered;  or,  “Which  Way  Shall  We  Turn?” 

113  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Valley  Forge ;  or,  Enduring  Terrible  Hard¬ 

ships. 

114  The  Liberty  Boys  Missing ;  or.  Lost  in  the  Swamps. 

115  The  Liberty  Boys’  W’ager,  And  How  They  Won  It. 

116  The  Liberty  Boys  Deceived ;  or.  Tricked  but  Not  Beaten. 

117  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  Dwarf ;  or,  A  Dangerous  Enemy. 

118  The  Liberty  Boys’  Dead-Shots  ;  or.  The  Deadly  Twelve. 

119  The  Liberty  Boys’  League ;  or.  The  Country  Boys  Who  Helped. 

120  The  Liberty  Boys’  Neatest  Trick ;  or,  How  the  Redcoats  were 

Fooled. 

121  The  Liberty  Boys  Stranded ;  or,  Afoot  in  the  Enemy’s  Country. 

122  The  Liberty  Boys  in  the  Saddle ;  or.  Lively  W’ork  for  Liberty’s 

Cause. 

123  The  Liberty  Boys’  Bonaifza;  or.  Taking  Toll  from  the  Tories. 

124  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Saratoga ;  or,  The  Surrender  of  Burgoyne. 
12  5  The  Liberty  Boys  and  “Old  Put.”;  or  The  Escape  at  Horseneck. 

126  The  Liberty  Boys  Bugle  Call ;  or.  The  Plot  to  Poison  Washington. 

127  The  Liberty  Boys  and  “Queen  Esther”  ;  or.  The  Wyoming  Valley 

Massacre. 


<- 


128  The  Liberty  Boys’  Horse  Guard ;  or.  On  the  High  Hills  of  Santee. 

129  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Aaron  Burr ;  or.  Battling  for  Independ¬ 

ence. 

130  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  “Swamp  Fox”  ;  or.  Helping  Marion. 

131  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Ethan  Allen  ;  or.  Old  and  Young  Veterans. 

132  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  King’s  Spy;  or,  Diamond  Cut  Dia¬ 

mond. 


13  3  The  Liberty  Boys’  Bayonet  Charge;  or.  The  Siege  of  Yorktown. 

13  4  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Paul  Jones;  or,  'The  Martyrs  of  the  Prison  Ships. 
13  5  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Bowding  Green;  or  Smashing  the  King’s  Statue. 

13  6  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Nathan  Hale:  or.  The  Brave  Patriot  Spy. 

13  7  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Minute  Men”;  or.  The  Battle  of  the  Cow  Pens. 

13  8  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  'Traitor;  or.  How  They  Handled  Him. 
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THE  STAGE. 

;NV  41.  THE  HOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  EM)  MEN’S  JOKE 
iOOK. — Containing  a  groat  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
Ao«t  famous  end  juen.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
wonderful  little  book. 

No.  4‘J.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 
Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
^nd  Irish.  Also  end  men’s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse- 
s>ent  and  amateur  shows. 

No.  45.  THE  BOYS  OF  NT^W  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
^ND  JOKE  BOOK. — Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
N>y  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or- 
{anizing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

No.  65.  MULDOON’S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
?oke  books  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon.  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 
-he  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copy  immediately. 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— Containing  com- 
•^iete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
■stage ;  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  INIanager,  Prompter, 
•dcenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No.  80.  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK.— Containing  the  lat- 
•iit  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
3Ter  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
jolored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 


HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
Kttll  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
3?  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
lowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
jn  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
'Ish,  game,  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
joastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 

^ooks* 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women  ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
aiake  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 


ELECTRICAL* 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de- 
■icription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
^gether  with  Pall  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
Jtc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
•oils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
3y  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustr^d. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
irge  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
Ssfether  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 


No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECO^IE  A  fePBAKER.— rContainift# 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  (to 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also-  containing  gems 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  IIOW  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules  for  coDduc««;&; 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  '  ’  ^ 

sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given 


i! 


ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry 
liennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
i^hii  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi- 
i^des  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
■'srt,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
YTeateit  book  over  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
^T•ry  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
if  gamea  zports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
2of  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
iffloney  than  anv  book  published. 

No,  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  G.\MES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
iook,  coaeafning  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
3ackga:»ka"vn,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  M-  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRTTMS. — Containing  all 
iaa  leading:  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
*nd  witty  savings. 

No.  85.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
>ook,  firing  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
-age,  Caalno,  Forty-Five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
iactioa  Pitch.  All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No,  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Containing  over  three  hun- 
ired  IjS'Jresting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
,¥3mp>*>'book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT ;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
'M  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
all  about  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

No  33.  HOW  TO  BEHAVE. — Containing  the  rules  and  etiquette 
-f^good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methodsaof  ap- 
♦anng  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  and 

the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

Wo  27  HOW  TO  RECITE  ANI>  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 

bontaining  the  most  popular  ‘selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
i  aiect  French  dialect,  Yankee,  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 
V'ii  ®aey  etandard  readings 


SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtaiCi^idi 
fully  explqined  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  inethodifc  'i' 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  ptwb 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  whiclSi  V 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  hap**/ 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  hand*'4/trT 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  insticWiO 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  partil^iC. 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  squfteC. 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  w^vT. 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiqual^fl 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not 
trally  known. 

No.  17.  IIOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  SfeC 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  w’ell  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  Swf: 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.--One  of 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  w<iW^,V 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how'  to  become  beautiful,  both  mal® 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  thi«. 
and  be  convinced  how'  to  become  beautiful. 


BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  SaCV., 

containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  ot 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  AM!? 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  SlliiiCp 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw'. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— IncludiL-^ 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J,  Harrmft@C 

No.  *50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALSW^ 
valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing, 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keepia' 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets;  also  giving  ^jTDj 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  tw’enty=«!$i^G 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kicdi 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  lisctoli  (LShV 
struct! ve  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry:  &1&5;  Gilr 
periinents  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  maihematics,  chemistry,  fisid  4!ib 
rections  for  making  firew'orks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balioous. 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  haEd-=bc-(3« 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  itfcc. 

No.  19.— FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UNITED  STATES  DISTAN^iH 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giv(nf 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United  State© 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  w'ater  to  foreign  ports,  fea" 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc., 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handv  books  published 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  gener’&f:  '©pvt 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.- 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arrjuffigil 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIV' E.— By  Old  King  Bm, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  w'hich  he  lays  down  some  valua 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some 
and  experiences  of  w’ell-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECO^IE  A  PHOTOGRAPHER --Coats 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  .. 
also  how  to  make  Photo'graphic  Alagic  Lantern  Slides  and  ot 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  D®  W- 
Abney. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECMME  A  W’EST  POINT  MILr^AgilV 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  adm' 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Office'  f 

Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  hr 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Seuare’ 
of  “How  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET.— C 
stnictions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  AnmV 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  eve) 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  Uni  ed  Stata 
piled  and  written  by  liU  Senarens,  author  of  “Hot 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.” 
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PRICE  to  CENTS  EACH,  OR  3  FOR  25  CENTS. 
Address  FIIANK  TOUSEV,  PubUsher,  24  Union  Square,  Ne\y  Y 


fl  (Dagazine  Containing  Stories,  Sketches,  ete.,  of  Western  Life. 

-r=f^  ^3Nr  OTLmID  SOOXJT- 

DO  NOT  FAIL  TO  READ  IT. 

32  PAGES.  PRICE  5  CENTS.  32  PAGES. 


CACH  NUMBER  IN  A  HANDSOME  COLORED  COVER. 

All  of  these  exciting  stories  are  founded  on  facts.  Young  Wild 
West  is  a  hero  with  whom  the  author  was  acquainted.  His  d^ing 
deeds  and  thrilling  adventures  have  never  been  surpassed.  They 
form  the  base  of  the  most  dashing  stories  ever  published. 

Read  the  following  numbers  of  this  most  interesting  magazine  and 

be  convinced: 
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Young 

Young 

Young 

Young 

Young 

Young 


Wild  West,  The  Prince  of  the  Saddle. 

Wild  West’s  Luck  ;  or,  Striking  it  Rich  at  the  Hills. 

WTld  West’s  Victory;  or,  The  Road  Agents’  Last  Hold-up. 
West’s  Pluck  ;  or.  Bound  to  Beat  the  Bad  Men. 
West’s  Best  Shot;  or,  The  Rescue  of  Arietta. 

West  at  Devil  Creek ;  or,  Helping  to  Boom  a  New 


Wild 

Wild 

Wild 


Town. 

Young  Wild 
Y«ung  Wild 
Young  Wild 
Range. 
Young  Wild 
Y'oung  W’ild 


W’est’s  Surprise ;  or.  The  Indian  Chief’s  Legacy. 
West  Missing;  or.  Saved  by  an  Indian  Princess. 
West  and  the  Detective ;  or,  The  Red  Riders  of  the 
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16 

17 

18 

19 

20 
21 
22 

23 

24 

25 


"^’est  at  the  Stake;  or.  The  Jealousy  of  Arietta. 
West’s  Nerve ;  or.  The  Nine  Golden  Bullets. 
Young  Wild  West  and  the  Tenderfoot ;  or,  A  New  Yorker  in 
West. 

Young  WTld 

Young 
Young 
Young 
Young 
Young 


the 


West’s  Triumph;,  or.  Winning  Against  Great  Odds. 

Wild  West’s  Strategy  ;  or.  The  Comanche  Chief’s  Last  Raid. 
Wild  West’s  Grit ;  or.  The  Ghost  of  Gauntlet  Gulch. 
Wild  West’s  Big  Day  ;  or.  The  Double  Wedding  at  Weston. 
Wild  West’s  Great  Scheme  ;  or.  The  Building  of  a  Railroad. 
Wild  West  and  the  Train  Robbers ;  or.  The  Hunt  for  the 
Stolen  Treasure. 

Young  Wild  West  on  His  Mettle  ;  or,  Four  Against  Twenty. 
Young  Wild  West’s  Ranch  :  or.  The  Renegades  of  Riley’s  Run. 
Young  Wild  West  on  the  Trail  ;  or.  Outwitting  the  Redskins. 
Young  Wild  West’s  Bargain  ;  or,  A  Red  Man  With  a  White  Heart. 
Young  Wild  West’s  Vacation  ;  or,  A  Lively  Time  at  Roaring 
It^nch. 

Young  Wild  West  On  His  Muscle ;  or.  Fighting 
Weapons. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Mistake;  or,  Losing  a  Hundred  Thousand 


With  Nature’s 
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Young  Wild  West  in  Deadwood  ;  or.  The  Terror  of  Taper  Top. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Close  Call ;  or.  The  Raiders  of  Raw  Hide 
Ridge. 

Young  WTld  West  Trapped;  or.  The  Net  That  Would  Not  Hold 
Him. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Election ;  or,  A  Mayor  at  Twenty. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Cattle  Thieves  ;  or.  Breaking  Up  a  “Bad 
Gang.” 

Young  Wild  W’est’s  Mascot ;  or.  The  Dog  That  Wanted  a  Master. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Challenge  ;  or,  A  Combination  Hard  to  Beat. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Ranch  Queen  ;  or.  Rounding  Up  the  Cat¬ 
tle  Ropers. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Pony  Express ;  or.  Getting  the  Mail  Through 
on  Time. 

Young  Wild  West  on  the  Big  Divide ;  or.  The  Raid  of  the  Rene¬ 
gades.  ' 

Young  Wild  West’s  Million  in  Gold  ;  or.  The  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder. 

Young  Wild  West  Running  the  Gantlet ;  or.  The  Pawnee  Chief’s 
Last  Shot.  ' 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Cowboys ;  or,  A  Hot  Time  on  the 
IT’airie. 

Youn£  Wild  West’s  Rough  Riders ;  or.  The  Rose  Bud  of  the 
^tcK?ki0S 

Young  Wiid.  West’s  Dash  for  Life;  or,  A  Ride  that  Saved  a 
Town. 

Yoiing  Wild  West’s  Big  Pan  Out;  or.  The  Battle  for  a  Silver  INline. 

\'’oung  West  and  the  Charmed  Arrow;  or.  The  White  Lily  of  the 
Kiowas. 

Young  Wild  tVest’s  Great  Round  Up;  or,  Corraling  the  Ranch  Raiders. 

■Young  Wild  West’s  Rifle  Rangers;  or.  Trailing  a  Bandit  King. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Russian  Duke;  or,  A  Lively  Time  on 
Mountain  and  Plain. 

Young  Wild  West  on  the  Rio  Grande;  or^  Trapping  the  ^Mexican  Coiners. 


FOR  SALE  BY  ALL  NEWSDEALERS.  OR  WILL  BE  SENT  TO  ANY  ADDRESS 

ON  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE.  5  CENTS  PER  COPY.  BY 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  PublisKer,  24  Uniorv  Square.  New  York. 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

of  our  Libraries  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Cut  out  and  fill 
in  the  following  Order  Blank  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  books  you  want  and  we  "will  send  them  to  you  by  re¬ 
turn  mail  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 


FliANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 

Dear  Sir — Enelosed  find . cents  for  which  please  send  me: 

.  . .  .copies  of  WO  UK  ANT)  WIN,  Nos . 

....  ‘‘  WILD  WEST  WEETvLY,  Nos . 

....  “  ‘‘  FRANK  READE  WEEKLY,  Nos..., 

_  “  “  RLU(4\  AND  LU(d\L  Nos . 

....  “  SECRET  SklRVTUTU  Nos . 

_  “  “  THE  LIRERTY  ROYS  OF  ’Tfi,  Nos 

....  ‘‘  “  d’en-Cent  iJand  Rooks,  Nos . 
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